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V ^REFACE 


jCC i 

theiri* Jl ^ c ^ me 0jf Thomas Hood 
ivi p#M>£ Ny do uld most pxokiHj have been 
urprised )selfi hear of an edition of his 
• serious ”$e i« ems * Hntil within a short 
,xie of fyster | ea *h he was ch icily, if not 
entirely, jte ccf n to thcm as a jesU r, with a , 
comipto^;tOjp lcile r hynje. Of late years 
ap»pi3 r justice*Nfr as hcen awarded to him, 

' and — although P s Wl11 ncvc ‘ r he forgotten 
as a great cotn^ writer, for that would be 
impossible — hi s reputation is now mainly 
based upon hi s S rave r works. 
v ■ This, if we ma -y J ud 6 e from the story of . 
hie literary would seem to be the 

position- b» himieIf desired .(to achieve. 

His >‘it w$& lhu P la f of * delicate fimcy, 0 
that was > f Ariel °* *• Madly tod cod* 

H 
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vi 

tented disposition, a cheerfulne 
the buffets of adversity and ill 
an undaunted smile* The mor 
of his genius, the true i 
within him, was what he 
to found his name upon,! 
writings pleased the public 
the supply was kept up ; for ' 
lived by thAcn . * ( Wh i m s a 
were the natural outpourings 
disposition, while “ Lycus, 
of the Midsummer Fairies,*' 
and Leander,’' were the 
a love for poetry, which ensh 
peare and the writers of the 
* age for special worship. 

It would seem to be a type 
this man, compelled to jing) c. die be* 
when he would fain have touched the lyre, 
that it was in the comic p-ages of Punch 
that he found publication for “ The Song 

Gfjfcshiitr* 

*The Plea of the Midsummer Fairies,” 
with other poems, all serious, was published 
in 1857, hut fell almost stillboita from the 
press. The pdjet bought up th» remainder, ^ '' 
sheets of the edition himself, V ^ eaye,ii # ' >l1 




* , PREFACE* ‘ vli 

'..as he said, from the butter-shops.? It 
^ may be fairly questioned whether he wopl^r 
lever have surtaxed his slender means to . 
'lave any of his comic writings had they 
hanced to be thus neglected. , 

:]This is not intended to depreciate his 
isition as a wit — in that respect he stands 
unsurpassed, perhaps unequalled— it is an 
assertion that as far as may be judged 
from his life, Hood's ambition was to take 
a place among the poets, and that to place 
his serious writings first in any collection 
is to do what he would have wished done 
himself. 

He is recognised as a poet now, and a 
master of pathos. In his life the popular 
taste compelled him to lay aside the tragic 
lyre toq ofteh. . Wit was the keen sickle 
wherewith lie was to reap his daily bread, - 
arid— not without perhaps a feeling, of 
. disappe^ntment— he bent to his task,, aml;- 
"I plied the keen blade, until his hah$' 
I grew deft at its employment, and, its, use 
I became a habit. Only, when. . 

i a peasant* roused by a: $trc^.$$nse of 
injusthfe, flies to take the field., against the 
"oppressor, and arms A/ hima^lf';'W^h the- 
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familiar reaping book on a pike handle, 
the ppet going to battle agamst the wrong 
used his strange weapon with unexpected 
effect, and surprised friends and foes alike 
wuh the flashing of unfamiliar wit ami 
the sternest passages. 

It is this that lends a peculiar charm 
Hood^ writings At the moment wrhen 
the solemnity of his subject threatens to 
w/mg the tense he tn s lings too power 
full>, some \i\id pla < t hint) zigzags 
across the gloom mu hih. it ulic es the 
sense by its r m -.uridtnness rathet 
intensifies than weakens the efiect of the 
sombre verse 

In like m nner the tra poetry Wither 
him would ovc snn l v malt it*eli heard 
thiough tht dan m isuits the woJd 
demanded of i m he 1 mgh seems nt 
times to end in fhr chc 1 mg of a sob his 
genius is rtilrl and wayward therefore but 
hi# bent was btjoad i doubt senous His 
he somswheie says-^lcnds sL 
countenance to this conclusion. 

It is needless tp say the daring of «uch 
writing as this #*rew the critics mto a 
Sutter It is to be feared that as a rule 


* % » * * f 
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they are most easily offended at novelty:-*** 
hence commonplace is allowed to gbqn- 
v scathed while originality rarely fails jta 
make a few foes at least, and many fault* 
finders. If the lavish-^ahnost reckless-*- 
display of pumrings, quips* contortions 
and whims, which formed the peculiarity « 
i of his professedly comic writings, was 
; ^gravely i tpiohenckd, it via* not likely that ^ 
his muse, who, ui^tcal of giving the 
Immobility ot the tragic mask allowed us 
; to ssee the woil i,tp> of a human face, with 
! «uailcs and tears cc ntcndmir, would escape 
I censure. The pood sense ol an age that 
I prefers acting which c >pn s v ituie, teethe 
I stated decUmatior r f old stage* has 
corrected this ciroiccus verdut of the 
critics, although tbeie «" *m instance on 
record of a modern writer \\ l o remodelled 
a poem of Hood’s by omitting a couple of 
stanzas which he thought “ rather in- 
genious than poetical. ’ Such a mind 
could never appreciate the peculiarity of 
Hood's genius, which combine^t^p quaint * 
with ihejpathetic, not only in hie wirings, 
but in*his Ufe, with such rqrC instinctive 
delicacy that the * conjunction surprises 
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but does not shock. A deathbed-jest was 
not the thing we should expect of Hood ; ' 
and he made none. The quality of hie 
wit had a tinge of melancholy, and one 
rather sighs than smiles to read how, in 
his last illness, when a sinapism was 
being applied to his wasted chest, he 
turned to his wife with — 44 It tetins a 
great deal of mustard for so very little 
rrieat ! ** i 

This blending of thr grave wiili the , j 
this strangely copp emdc d cogence* (human 
nature, wh:-.h pervades Hood's " writings, 
makes it no e::>\ task to class Ins writings 
under the beads rf *■ serious *' ami comic 
There are. h is true. which stand 

distinctly nr the p lies, i f which j 

we cm say vw itZ*' -ut hesitating ‘‘this is ! 
serious," *• th:s cnn.ic iH ut the land j 

which divided :hese pfle? is a wide border- 
land, and it is almost impossible in many 
cases b> decide to which limit we are to ■ 
assign a poem : — tale for instance “ Miss 
Kdman&egg/’ with such earnest work, and 
j such play on words, and on thoughts too, 
j for Hood's are a play of sense as well as 
sound. A stanza or ’two from “ Miss 
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Kilmansegg ” will exemplify the meaning 
of this statement. ^ 

“Into this world \Ve tome lik« ships, 

Launched from die docks and stocks and slips, 

For fortune fair or fatal ; * 

And one little craft U Cf>t away 
In it=i very fnit tiip in Bahbicome Bay, 

While anorUfi ride 15 ?afe at l\»rt Natal. 

What dirtt’rer.r lo*- our -tat > lccord 

This h.'hv t !■" 1: lilt d : «.d wooed a*, a hud, * 

And that to b 'hunnjd a* a it per ! 

One to t.'u w<*! wirv* t *u>o,y and com, 

An* r.‘»i *■. like fVIihi ft i r.. born 
To its vinegar only and p ope r. 

* # * * 

“ And the o*her se<, i;n ttodu the f. dr, 

Wh.it wide j vrivf-rs ol fate au- i'.i ‘ e i 
While M:rg-i>t charnud I «\ a huif-n! ra*'e 
In a garden of <lut report's. 

Poor hawk-, onwjnyi hom street to street 

Till, Uiiuk oi thaf, whi. lino life so s*we*tl 
She hates the -nv'll of roses.’' 

Is this serious or comic ? The balance 
is held to a nicety, and it is this nicety 
which constitutes the poet’s strength. His 
appreciation of the ludicrous is so keen * 
that he knows not only liow to use his 
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fancy in conjunction with his serious 
, power, but he knows how to limit it, and 
to avoid where necessary the suggestion 
of the ridiculous. The lack of the sense 
to' achieve this last is the tiling* that has 
occasionally disfigured very line poems 
with passages which their writer intended . w 
to be serious, but which, by sheer incon- 
gruity suggest some strange and irresistibly 
comic idea to the mind of a leader with any 
feeling for humour. 

Of mannerism in the f. »rm into which he 
moulded his fancy these is little trace in . 
the writin gs of T n on as 1 1 ood . His modes 
of utterance waie not limited. h*s Choice 
of them was no uir/d -me. Ins mastery nf 
expression was cnmplett . The sch-ition ! 
of the metre for *' 'Hie Kriuge of Sighs/* 
is an' instance of tm.*. In any but skilled 
hands the peculiar m^io ure would have 
been a certain source of failure : it would 
have broken into a jog-trot. It heightens 
the effect of Hood’s poem. A smaller man ' 

. would have overslept the limit of the : 
sublime^ 


In his serious poems the variety of style 
isltery noticeable. In his early works the ' 
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influence . of his. v admiration for the old 
poets is traceable, ‘" The Plea of the Mkl-, . ' - 
^summer Fairies,” “ I^cus,” and “ Ilero^ 
and Leander” are among these. Written" 
a little later, , “ The Dream of Eugene 
Aram," one of the most intensely dramatic ■ f v 
of his writings, is rus diffe'*J^t in style as 
'.“The Haunted House.” or that series of - 
poems of which “ The Song of the Shirt” 
was the earliest, and “The Bridge ^ of 
Sighs ” perhaps the best. 

The appeal an ce of - The Song of the 
Shirt” v\us undoubJuIly the first thing 
■ that drew general attention to Hood as a 
i serious poet of g; eat power. Its success 
was immense and immediate, and its 
author was not unnaturally proud of it, and 
&f the good it worked for those on whose 
behalf it was written. There are however 
. among his writings many other poems by 
which, even for originality of theme and 
treatment, he could us plainly prove his 
"title to an equally high position among 
English poets. T. H- 
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THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM* 


’T was in tilt: prime oi summer time. 

An evening calm and cool. 

And foui-aud tvv< 'iiy lvppy Loy* * 

Carnr Imm.diiig , V( - M >thooU 

Tin-: o weiu sum - ilia i ip .1.1 J ^ nuc that leapt. 
Like troutiet* i:. a poo!. 

Away they sped with t ; miu- >ipi 
A rid souls unomrliM m.i ^ 

To a levt-l t \> i ul tin. y « jin, and tlirte 
They dr.ive the wiehets in. 

Pleasantly shone tilt* setting sun 
Over tin; town of Lynn* 

Like sportive deer tin y ic-ui.n.d about. 

And shouted as they ' m, — 

Turning to mirth all things ol eartn. 

As only boyhood can ; 

Bit the Usher sat remote from all 
A meLmelioly m.-n ' 
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THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM. , 

His hat was oftj his vest apart. 

To catch heaven's blessed breeze \ 

For a burning thought was in his brow, 
And his bosom iii at ease ; 

So he lean’d his head on his hands, and read 
The book between his knees ! 

Leaf after leaf he turn’d it o’er. 

Nor ever glanced a*-ide, 

« For the peace of his soul lie read that book 
In the goldin eventide: 

Much stud}'' lud made him very lean. 

And pale, and leader.-eycd. 

At last he shut the ponderous t^me. 

With a fast and fervent grasp 
He strain'd tie* dusky coders close. 

Ami hx\! tin br.ncn hasp: 

"Oh, God ! could / ,o cl »c my multi. 

And clasp It with a rbsp!” 

Thrn leaping on his feet upright, 

Some moody turns he took, — 

Now up the mead, then down the mead, 
And past a shady nook, — 

And, to I he saw a iittle coy © 

That pored upon a book 1 



" TI1E DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM. 

♦ 

*Mjr gentle lad, what' is*? you read— 
Romance or fairy fable ? 

Or is it some historic page. 

Of kings and crowns unstable ? " 

1 The young boy gave an upward glance,— r- 
" It is *The Death oi Abel. 


The Usher took six hasty strides. 
As emit with sudden pain — 
Six hasty strides beyond die place. 
Then slowly back again ; 

And down he sat bedde the lath 
And talk’d with lain of Cain ; 


And, long since then, of bloody men. 
Whose deeds tradition ?»a\os j 
Of lonely folk cut otf unseen. 

And hid In sudden gnves ; 

Of horrid stabs, in groves foilon, 
And murders done in caves ; 


, And how the sprites of injured men 
Shriek upward fiom the sod, — 

' Aye, how the ghostly hand whl point 
To show die burial ciod ; 

, • AnS unknown facts of guilty acts 
.v Are seen in dreams from God 1 



THE DUE AM OF EUGENE ARAM. ’ 

, ^ S i 

He told how murderers walk tKe earth 
Beneath the curse of Cam, — 

With crimson clouds before their eyes, 

And flames about their brain s 
For blood has left upon their souls 
Its everlasting stain ! 

a And well,” quoth he*, *' I know, for truth, 
Their pangs must be extreme, — 

Woe, woe, unutterable woe, — 

Who spiU life's sacred stream ! 

For why ? Mcthought, last night, I wrought 
A murder, in my duum! 

“ One that had never done me wxong— • 

A feeble man, and old ; 

I led him to a lonely field, — 

The moon shone clear and cold: 
Nowhere, fiid i, ibis nan shall die. 

And I will have hi, gold ! 

“ 1 wo sudden blows with a ragged stick. 
And one with a heavy stone, , 1 

Onr ^wried gash with a hasty Knife, — 

And then the deed was done i * , ' 

There was nothing Iving at my foot v 
But lifeless flesh and none ! • - V 



THE DREAM OF, EUGENE ARAM* 


• « Nothing but lifeless flesh and bone. 
That could not do me ill ; 

And yet 1 fear’d him all the more. 
For lying there so still : 

There was a manhood in his look. 
That murder could not kill! 

"And, lo ! the universal air 
Seem’d lit with ghastly (lame 

Ten thousand thousand dreadful eyes 
Were looking down in blame: 

I took the dead man by his hand, 
And call’d upon ins name ! 


” Oh, God ! it made me qmkc to see 
Such sense within the slain l 
But when I touch'd the lifeless clay. 
The blood gush’d out amain ! 

For eve-iy clot, a burning spot 
Was scorching in my brain ! 


" My head was like an ardent coal. 
My heart as solid let ; 
My^wretched, wretched soul, 1 knew. 
Was at the Devil’s price ; 
dozen times I groan’d ; the dead 
Had never groan’d but twice ! 



6 THE BREAM OF EUGENE ARAM* _ 

"And now, from forth the frowning sky, ,, 
From the heaven’s topmost height, 

I heard a voice — the awful voice 
Of the blood-avenging Sprite : — 

*Thou guilty man ! take up thy dead 
And hide it from my sight ! * 

" I took the dreary body up, 

And cast it in a stream, — 

A sluggish water, black as ink, 

The depth was so extreme: — 

My gentle boy, remember this 
< Is nothing but a dmam ! 

•* Dowr went tie corse with a hollow' plunge. 
And vanish’d in the poo 1 ! 

Anon I cleansed my bloody Rinds, 

And wash’d my joiiitetd cool, 

And sat among ;he m chins young, 

That evening in the school. •* 

•'Oh, heaven ! to think of their white souls, 
And mine f>o black and grim! 

I could not share in childish prayer. 

Nor join in Evening Hymn : 

Xike a Devil of the Pit I seem’d ^ 

’Mid holy Cherubim ! 
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*'< THE J DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM. ; 7 ■ 

tf An & peace went with tnem, one and all, . 

And each calm pillow spread ; ; ' j 

But Guilt was my grim chamberlain 
That lighted me to bed ; ■ 

And drew iny midnight curtains round. 

With fingers bloody it'd l 

** All night I lay in agony. 

In anguish dark and deep ; 

My fever'd eyes I dared not cloie, # 

But stared aghast at Sleep : 

For Sin had render'd unto her 
The keys of Hell to keep ! 

"All night I lay in agvny. 

From weary dome to chime. 

With one Insetring hoiiid hint. 

That raf k\i rne all tin* time ; 

A mighty yearning, like the lust 
Fierce impulse unto crime ! 

“One stern tyrannic thought-, that made 
All other thoughts its davc ; 
f'v ( Stronger and stronger every pulse 
Did that temptation crave,— 
urging me to go and see 
„ The Dead Man in nls grave ? 



THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM/ 

" Heavily I rose up, as soon 

' ’ As light was in the sky. 

And sought the black accursed pool 
With a wild misgiving eye : 

And I saw the Dead in the river hen* 

For the faithless stream was dry. 

*' Merrily rose the lark, and shook 
The dew-drop from its wing: 

But I never mark'd its morning flight, 

I never hcuid it sing : 

For I was stooping once again 
Under the hi Mi id tlrng. 

"With breathless speed, like a scad in chttse, 
I took him up and ran ; — 

There was no time to dy a grave 
lJeiore the day be;- an . 

In a lonesome wood, with heaps of leaves, 

I hid the murder M man ! 

u And all that day I read in school. 

But my thought was other-whore. 

As soon as the mid-day task was done. 

In secret I was there : 

And a mighty wind had swept the leaver 
And still the corse was bare ! 





THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAWL 

‘ " Then down I cast we on my face, 

And first begin to necp. 

For I knew my secret then was one 
That earth refused to keep : 

Or land or sea, though ]\e should be 
Ten thousand fathoms deep. 

"So wills the fierce avenging Sprite, 

Till blood for blood atones ! 

Ay, though he’s ouriea in a cave, 

And trodden down with stones. 

And years have loctea oil In* flesh, — 
The wot Id shall see hi» bones ! 

"Oh, God ! that bon id, horrid dream 
Besets me now awake \ 

Again — again, with dizzy brain. 

The human life J take ; 

And my red right hand grow* raging hof 
Like Cran '.Tier’s at the stake. 

" And still no peace foi the restless clay. 
Will wave or mould allow ; 

The horrid thing pursues my soul, — 

It stands before me now ! ” 

The fearful Boy look’d up and saw 

■/ Huge drops upon his brow. 



to FAIR IKES. 

.That very night., while gentle sleep * 
The urchin evelids kiss’d. 

Two stem-faced: men set out from Lynn, 
Through the cold and heavy mistj 
And Eugene Aram walk’d between, " 
With gyves upon his wrist. 


FAIR INES. 


O saw ye not fait hies ? 

She's go,;c iwo i !i<‘ \Wt, 

To dazzle when the sun is down. 
And rob the world '*f 'v., r : 

She took our dayhfjit whh her. 

The smilis th.it we Jwe best. 

With morning blushes on her cheek. 
And pearls upon liei bicast. 

O turn again, fair Ine.% 

Before the fall of night. 

For fear the moon should shine alone, 
grind stirs unrivall’d bright ; 




■ "fair WES. 

And blessed will the lover be ' ; - 

That walks beneath their light. 

And breathes the love against tny dheek 
I dare not even write ! ; 

Would I had been, fail lnes. 

That gallant cavalier, 

Who rode so gaily by thy side. 

And whisper’d thee so near I 
Were there no bonny dames at home. 

Or no true lovers here. 

That he should cross the seas to win 
The dearest of the dear? 

I saw thee, lovely Ine^, 

Descend aLng the .shot**. 

With bands of noldt ginUeanen, 

And banners waved before : 

And gentle youth and maidens gay. 

And snowy plumes they wore ; 

It would have been a neanreous dicam, 

— If it had been no more i 

Ala3, alas, fair Ims, 

She went away with song, 

With Music waiting on her steps. 

And shoutings of the timing ; 




u ' ” /’//" THE DEATH BED*''" /; 

. , But some were sad and felt no mirth, . 

■ But only Music’s wrong, , ■' - '* • 

, - ■ In sounds that sang “ Farewell, Farewell, - V . * v ' 
To her you’ve loved so long;.** ^ 

/s ‘ 4 „ ’ s V 1 

, / V ^ ' * 

Farewell, farewell, fair lnes, '' '/ 

That vessel never tore -> ' ' 

So fair a lady on its det-k, ‘ / , 

Nor danced so ligftt before, — 

Alas, fo<‘ pleasure on uic sea, ‘ *' 

t'r 

And sorrow on the shore ! 

The smile that blest one lover c boon 
Has broken many mine 1 


THE DEATH BED- 

We watch’d her breathing through the night, 
4flS&r breathing soft and low. 

As in her breast tnc wave ol life 
Kept heaving to and tro. 


So silently we seem’d to speak. 

So slowly moved ah mu. 

As we had lent her half our powers 
To eke her living oul. 



SONG* 


o 


Our very h->pc9 belied our feats. 

Our fears out hones IHied — 

We thought her dying when she slej t, 
And sleeping when she died 


Tor when the men came d m and id y 
And chul wl h ai y ho 
Her quie* C)t lids i -> d t 

Anotiiu mon til n outs 


SOM 


Tiirnr 1 lew firthi flw\ tt 
And honrv f tl I 
An 1 1 owu t l 11 1, 

And It vc loi j it a i 1 it c 


There arc tears fji the i my 
And pkasme *ci the lew , 
But let the Wot Id pass on, dear. 
There s love foi m- and )ou* 



t *4 ) 


AUTUMN. 


T/ie Autumn is old, 

The sere leaves are Hying ; 

He hath gather'd up gold. 

And now he 1 1 (King ; 

Old Age, begin .sighing ! 

The vintage is ripe, 

The harvest K lu aping ; — 

But some that have sow'd 
Have no riches for reaping: — 
Poor wet eh, faU a- weeping! 

The year’s in the wane. 

There is nothing adorning, 

1 he night has no eve. 

And the d.ri has no morning ; — 
Cold v\ inter gives earning. 

The rivers run chill. 

The red sun is sinking. 

And l am grown old. 

And life is fast shrinking; — 
HereK enow for sad thinking. 




’ k. J 5 i 

X REMEMBER, I REMEMBER. 

I remember, I remember, 

The house where I was born, 

1 ne little window where the sun 
Came peeping in at morn ; 

He never came a wink too soon. 

Nor brought too long a day. 

But now, I often wish the night 
Had heme my breath away ! 

I remember, I lemembet. 

The roses, led and white. 

The violets, and the lily-cups. 

Those flower, made ot light ! 

The lilacs when: *hi lohln built. 

And where my In other set 
The laburnum on his birth-day, — 

The tree Is living yet! 

I remember, I remember 
Where I was used to swing, 

. And thought the air must rush as fredi 
To swallows on the wing; 

My spirit flew in feadicis then. 

That Is so heavy now, 

%>And summer pools could hardly cool 
The fever on my brow ! 





CHE POETS PORTION, 


I lemembcr, I remember 
The fir trees daik and high : 
l used to think tlieli siender topa 
Were close aiMinst the sky* 

It was d chi Id 1 h ignorance, 

But now ’tls little joy 

lo know 1 ni I i r iiu *, ofi from Htav*n 

Hun when 1 /, 1 boy. 


THE POET’? PORTION. 

Wnvr h a mire— a ru a in- a dower- - 
A m»g*c tul nui rf might) puwtr' 

A poet s w » fi possession 0* tt uirL . 

He has tld u jo^nuit 1 a ft ver s 1 irth 
Baort t* l udrfing — tu Me t m trciks. 

And W *i *cr cp.uk 1 10b him oi their cheek* 

Look — it h 1 dawn It nr t j<- other men's I 
1 went} blight flushu* — ert another kens 
Ihe first of sunlight is ibroul — he sees 
Its golden ’lection f the topmo t trees, u 
And opes die splendid fissures of the mom. * 


THE POET*S PORTION 


r 


* 




When do hid fruits delay, when doth his corn 
^io^er for harvesting ? Beioie the leaf 
h commonly abroad, in his pil'd sheaf 
The flagging poppies lose thur ancient (lame. 




No #weet tl ere is, no pU asure Ian mmt, 

But hp will sip K first — befart tilt lees 
*Ti$ his to taste rich homy — uc thi 1 ts 
Ate busy with th biooms lie nu/ foit still 
June's rosy ad\tuf loi lus coronal , 

Before th* expectant I u Is ipon tn< bough. 
Twining his thoughts to L>1 >om upon lus brow. 


Oh! blest n stetl flwtfrii is* id. 

Before it“ leafy pu sv me in in id 

Leaves are but vuuji s ( n ivl uh th iummc tli s, 

Ai d ea-b dung r ciisbal 1 i i It «. id di s, 

Es( ap d in tl ough , but lus 1 ith dunk mgs 1 1 
Uke overflows of lmmoitd y 
So that what tin re is sttip d shall ptrish never 
But live and bloom and 1 1 a j y i i tver. 




BIANCA’S DREA$£v 

A VENETIAN STORY* 

Bianca l— fair Bianca! — who could dwell , 

; * "With safety on her dark and hazel gaze. 

Nor find there lurk’d in it a witching spell, 

,f _ Fatal to balmy nights and blessed days? ' y-j. 

The peaceful breatJi that made the bosom swell, 

1 She turn’d to gas, and set it in a blaze; ' l ' 

E^ch eye of hers had Love’ a Enpytlon irt it, ' ‘ _ 
That he could light hh link at hi a minute. - • 

So that, wherw* : in h.r charms she shone, 1 , % 

A thousand bii.i'J . wtu kindled Into flamef* 'V 
Maidens who mtsrj )>c-r looks foigot their own, -y t ‘ ; 

And beaux wet turn'd to flambeaux where she tamo 
All hearts indeed win cenqucicd hut her own. 

Which none cm id on tempo down or time: 

In short, to take o,i* h.ibc’dasj.er’.s hints 

She might have writt* a ovi i it, — “ From Flints.* * «/’ 

She was, in truth, the vamJci of her sex, 

At least i.) Venice — where with eyes of brown , - , * 
Tenderly languid, ladies sdJom vex »*\ ; rt ‘. 

An amorous gentle with a needless frown \ - 
Where gondolas coiney guitars by pecks, '' 

: And Love at casements dixnheth up and dojyty , 
"Whom for his tricks and custom in that kind^o, 

Sqme have considered a Venetian blind ' 



1^1^^‘thB dj^reQcc was quickly taught,' '; /*^' 
youths who intd this cruel jailor. 


^%S^Btei^itt'.itiorie youths who intd this cruel jailor, 
I pB^^iapfesS' Julio- — all in vain he sought *1 

| ^^*Jth ; '-each new moon his hatter and his tailor; - 
£ ^^ij^.the richest padusoy he bought, 

I ^^^.went in bran new beaver to assail her — v 
| ijnjffliiD show that Love.liad made him smart 
\ over — and not merely lound his heart* 


W^y ' 

he labourM thro’ the sylvan pa»k 


^ Her-fcamed eyes in wandering might mark 
]/■& K'tbt twisted cypher of her m.-ideu name. 
i ] \.itffrQle$omdy going thm* a com e of iu*‘k ■ 
^yyp&Q one was touch’d or t.oubled by his* flume, 
Accept the Di yads, those old maids that grow 
trees, — like wooden dolU in cmbiyo. 


** ' III vain complaining elegies he writ, 

»}*?£$■;* $#td taught his tuneful instrument to grieve, 
^ovVsAjatd sang in quavers how bis heart was split, 
^^'iy^&nstant beneath her lattice with each eve; 

his wooing with her wicked wit, 
slashed his suit so that it match’d his sleeve, 
silent at the vesper star, 
te despairing hams t ring’d his guitar. 




• *»s'J»i'_L»_ jLI * - .jjk, r —4 ,.' •rf-'.v .<« 


- .^y^&Vmart was coldly frosted o'er ■ ' ^ 
snow 5 unmelting— an eternal 
a'fSBiit Ms was red within him, like the cove 1 i ,'■ 


/V 4 "; Of old Vesuvius, with perpetual heat ; v 
And oft he long’d internally to pour V *; , :-* 
His dames and glowing lava at her feet, 


But when his burning he began to spout. 




She stopp’d liis mouth,-- and put the crater out, 


Meanwhile he wasted in the eves of men. 

So thin, lie seem’d a .sott of ‘■held ton-key 
Suspended at de.th*- di u — m> pale — and then 
He turn’d j> nervou-* as an aipen tree: ’ , 

The life of man is three-store } ears and ten. 

But be was j>lm ishing at tw -tinec. 

For people truly caid r is o-.tef mew stronger, 

'• It could not shoiten i>is poor hfe — much longer. 


For why, he neither sh pr, nor drank, nor fed, , 
N or relish’d any kind of mirth below 
Fire in his hem t, and frenzy in his head, 4 ' 
I^ove had become his universal foe. 

Salt in hi? sugar— -nightmare in his bed j , ' J 

At last, no wonder wretched Julio, 1 , 

O sorrow-ridden tiling, in utter dearth i 
Of hope, — made up ids mind to cut her girth 1’"- A 



way? died of old, - 
^.^s^er.thaD chew reflection's bitter cud; 

stuck herself, what time 'tis told. 


tmmiiiwo 


rtTh£’ tender-hearted mulberries wept blood; 
so, poor Sappho, when her boy was cold, 

'lp\& f'.l&JowttM her salt rear-drops in a suiter flood, 

fame still breathing, tho" their death be past, 
suitors lived beyond then last. 

Ct ,^ V V ' * ‘ N 

'^V^, So Julio went to drown, — when life was dull, 

lA', l . But cook his corks, and merely had a bath : 

vj ^,v*v 

t v ; 4*id once, he pullM a trigget ai his skull, 

merely broke a window in his wrath ; 

’ v’llAad oftce, his hopeless being to an nul 
- .‘ftf- He tied a pack -tin ead to 1 beam of lath — 

,A line so ample, *tw.w a tpierv whethei 
'.V /Twas meant to be a haltei or a (ether. 


Smile not in scorn, tlut Julio did not thrust 
>Hi.$ sorrow? through — ’tis horrible to die ! 
come down with our little all of dust, 

~^h y That Dun of all the duns to satisfy ; 
f S’iTo; leave, life’s pleasant city as wo must, 

^ i l3feath , s most dreary spunging-housc to lie, 
all our personals must go 
%3§ati&i& debt of Nature that we owe ! 


BIANCA S DREAM-,, 


So Julio lived : — -’twas nothing but a pet 
He took at life — a momentary spite; 

Besides* he hoped thuL Time would some day get 
The better ( i Love’s dime, however bright ; 

A tiling that 'Time lu!^ never comput'd yet, 

Foi Lo*v, wt kn wv, is an inunoitJ light; 
Like that old fin , t! at. quite beyond a doubt. 
Was ul\vay r iiv — fot none he .* f« ntul it out 


Meanwt'ile, Rint a die.Liu'd — rw' 1 .'- non when Nign: 
Along the d.u h< r. d pi b< e m ..1 eui p, 

Lik' «l young 1 1» »-* *. ■ ’t. ■, w •;>'< nw nu^bt, 

Althi*’ in ski? . r • o. y 1 a -ep: 

The flow'*"* L.. ‘ k *' • t 5ephy» 

Was gone, >; ’ hi’ o M *m bavt ?o deip. 

And ail the bVii l T, h d !..» i liv* b. , |i 
Under thiir why v — si ..ung ip n , !>e“ i , Ts. 


Lon*.* Ln her ch;.:obi\ b\ r . th» » ■ t.-< \ed maid. 
By e.»sv £*.ii * jaunting lhu*i.';l. br» juayen. 
But li-lTni.e n 1 ,. -J, i 1 ;; ; > j ...'H-r ale. 

That r 0 *;b d tL -amti a 1 rk* <i tlieii shares; 
For Julio nruiLrm.'th ria LrA *■ ] la,\l 
His Jdih Vie>u, »*i.d -e» b . mourns airs. 

Born on b unde: noth India.i 4.ks, *■ 

Where every Bid to has a Bridge of Sighs. 



* Bianca’s d&eam. 


$ w'eet was the tune — the words were even sweeter— 
'Praising her eyes, Iter Ups her nose, her hair, 

,, With all the common trope-) \v herewith in metre 
* The hackney pouN “ o\errhui;> ■ their fiir.” 

Her shape was like J)ijna\ b\r i omi J. U:r • 

Her brow with !I -1- u <* m 4 d'r (oirpart : 

OupM, alas i was ^riv 1 S u;h r.n hi- 
Julio* — the weepmy, v.M'er-n.^r Atji’.i’ 


Now, after t - nt 'i loving' r« i ‘i . 

TSvas si*rv n.. 'ii.u*. i i l' ■ 10 "i* • 

Vv!r<t if f)„' dj.I - \> *fi ('■' i- h\' pi >, ’i 
To ;.A )\ r mi"-'-! 4 - j . »** j / 

’Twas a L»rg«- inuro*. it .1 i. .v 
Herb Liivtr h* r „ f on- }:■ * * 

And there sin 1 • J n;.* o :!,.u ,*!■' / r..- 
That show \l In* 're. ■ L\«* 'hou^h it 41 i-,m i > 


Ami long h' i r lovely tyi •> w* u> id m ti-iall. 

By that dm page when Jo t ill* woman t'-adu 
That Julio wa. no {L:t’n at *di. 

She told hei'i If • t‘\ . -'‘.I loll h. i Itearf^; 

Meanwhile. t!u mr r> i-i vihh h ' !. U 
Two curtain-* i.nu.r Hue th“ h!\ 

For sl#.*p had ciept an I ■ ! -V he, ui who, 

Just at the half-nay nnl-Wi.* of Hi pity's. 



«4 BIANCA S DREAM. 

Then like a drooping rose so bonded she. 

Till her bow'd head upon her hand reposed ; 
But still she plainly saw, or h 1 m‘d to see, 

That Fair j (-flection, tho’ her eyes wise closed, 
A beauty bright as \\ v> as wont ro he, 

A portrait Fancy painted whih ohe dozed; 
*Ti* very natuial, some people ;:.y, 

To dream, cf what we .hu il or, in *hc day. 


St £ l shorn hn fan - v t no*, al.^’ ihe snrrvs 
But *j»an some dr. eii t"iab< ■- r-< ..smipic, 

And saddei ihout’l.t- \\ ob ‘■ad h . ihmj;«"*eam.»— 

Hi r eye 1 ? leo.-a’d ' i>r. b \t. in 1 bps tin ir bloom, 

Her tv'* th Fell rv.i h 1 to * .ir! Mv nsrif 1 . 

Her click* wu 1 t’n.’/d witu tdi , tier eye® with 
th< up; 

There wa> u ti»r o* « v . at be* !< , -i wiliun. 

For, oh I t'K r ‘ w^-> u , 1 or:m ; _ 01 hei . :da, 


And lo! upon her sail de c rotie.i'<: brow, 

The rni< I trenches oi fu :» yir.g age. 

With but rno.t nn.ivinh , 'pan to show 

Her jdait* was bookie / -r r r u- seventh stage; 

And whirr hi 1 ra-ei r,. > , -ed to ilow. 

Some loi ks that Time had left het in his rage. 

And some mot k ; ingle*;, made hei forehead aluttty, 

A compound (like our Psalms) of TCte and Braidy. 


J 


BIANCA S DUE AM. 
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Then for her shape* — alas ! how Saturn wrecks, 

And bends, and corkscrew** ail the fiame about, 
Doubles the hams, and crooks the srr.iightcst necks, X 
Draws in the nape, and pu h- - i.»i!h the snout. 
Makes backs and stomachs emu' *\l or er.* « ca : 

Witness those peniioiuis c.iT i I” e; 1 One, 

Who all day watching J,jf‘ awd m.I tute*”, 

Quaintly unbend th- nj Jvi*— be* ;m< o ro stralghtir. 

•< 

So Time with i i : ■ b. \ ai\ and inn I» 

Her »b.ipi .1 |j*n\ bu' <■* 'v wm ■ like ,m a? row; 

H5s Iron h' ,T uI upon !i «■ i 'ni b< i-i b 

And tvi'tod all .iv. j i.--j e ,c a . -n.' 

In tn ’rb it \v\n t»,anye — d.< ? nut . \ 

The hoiv I’opt t> >.-j« j V i e..» o v/. 

Blit spectacles an-.! p u.y m cm <1 m make bet 
Something: bi twit:; a Ghc/ite and a O’laki r. 


Tier grief and pa 1 1 meanwhile wcie ipufe rxticmc. 

And she had ample reason lor hei trouble; 

For what sad maiden c..n * rvure seem 

Set in for sinj;lin»»>s. ♦hough go owing double? 
The fancy madden'd hi 1 ; hi.t now the -beam. 
Grown thin l>\ petting ! igget, like a bubble, 
Burst* -but still left some li ugmi_:its ot it > sL:e # 
That like the soapsuds, snuit«.d in her eves. 


2 $ ' BIANCAS DREAM. ■ : '<■>. 

' ' ' 1 , ' " 
And here — just here — as she began to heed 1 < 

The real world, her dock chimed out its score ; * ■ 

A clock it was of the Venetian breed, ,f ' 

, That cried the hour fiom one to twenty -foul' 5 
The work 5 moicovci standing in some nerd 
Of workman-dug, itstiuck some dozen more; 

A warning voice that dendi’d Bianca’s fears. 

Such fttiohes referiing JoubtUvs to her yea is* 

e 

At fifteen chimes she was hut half a mm, 

By twenty dv x li.ei qohe renounce J the v< il j 
She thought of Julio pe, 4 at nventy-onc. 

And thirts uriu- he: v» ry sad and pale. 

To paint that ■ uin i.hrr, lit r diunm would run; 

At forty all tin mud began to 'ml. 

And thought tv as tin Lite ''u.'.ni cross’d her. 

Of single bie^eciiA - , tl'.i.i •ryle til isfe*. 

And so Biarea changed ; thr next sweet even. 

With .*ulio ifi a bluk Venetian baik, 

•Row’d “low and ste .Irlsjly — the Loin, eleven, 

Just sounding from die tower or old St. Mark; 

She sate \vi*h eyes turn'd quietly to hcav n. 

Perchance icy wing in die grateful dark 
That veil’d hei blushing cheek,— for Julio brought her, 
Of course, to bieak the ice upon the water. 
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BIANCAS DREAM. 
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Brit whftt a puzzle is one’s serious mind 
. *• To open ; — oysters, when the ice is thick, 
AJhs'not so difficult and disinclined ; 

* Aind Julio fell, the declaration .-tick 
About his throat In a most awlnl kind ; 

However, he eonuived l*y kits to jmk 
,HIs trouble forth, — much like ,i ir.itm coik 
Groped from a long-iuck'd bottle with a foik. 


But love is still th“ quickest of dll traders; 

And Julio *penr h>‘«id- * tiio-v i )«>*, p*ofi|i,,«. 
That Englhh U ieguph* .*’id pli ,ule«’S 

In heln of language ;u* (! ;>* ;.v uv -- 

Arms shouldetft, Tinge»s, .ill \vr inteif/.' . . 
Nods, shiugs, and bend-, Ih.-wc'i . ouli ^ »r 


*7 


. vr ■ 

'' - ? f ' r 


' * But soften to 111'* 'i it writ m >ii- i.niSii), 1 

- . He told his story with -o much ability. 

Y w Be thou my paik, and I wilt !>e tiiy dear,” 

* (So he began at iast to t.p“A or quite;) 

J Y' 1 .** Be thou my bark, and l thy « ondolicr,” 

« / * v ' ■■ (For passion takes this figurative note;) 

* **Be thou my light, and T ihy chunJiliei ; 

Be thou my dove, and I will be thy cote; 

be, and I will be thy river; j 

Bet thou, my life — and 1 will be »hy liver,” 

_ «% Vi 


, bianca's Meam j 

^ This, with more tender logic of the kind. 

Ho pour’d iuro her small and ''hull-like elr, 

| r ,- That timidly n^ain-t hi- l«p- inclined ; 

Meanwhile her eyes plana d on the silver sphere u v?.' 

. That even now begun to sn il behind . ; ; 

A dew) vnpoiu, \vhich \sa- linguing near. 

Wherein the dill! moon crep- ,dl dim and pale. 

Just like a \hgin poring y:s thu veil : — 

r 

Bidding adieu to nil In i »p, ks - tin- stn: s, j 

That cut h.nl w »' ) .e J w-'i -kipp'd in hti train, { 

Saturn and 11*v u. . ’ * ih.nt Mai-— . i 

Nevei t > 'iii- v. »tii > ■ a > ■ f .iv fit" 

Meanwhiii , n v.i. dl .! >1 'he ii.nunt b.c. >, 

Bianca 17. .e>f »*..»*> h tb -< dgi'- in vain.. 

But imr.M t % . d Mil. - .if Hi' «l.tr* ■•hp-t, * 

With v'orjs, Ilk; verb.) hi v i, i In; lip*. 

i 

He took the hint lull a pei .In/, and back’d 

By lov < , ami nig'ir. ami tin oerd- ion’s meetness, 

Be-rowe a scnvtliltn’ ■*» lie; tlieek that smack’d 
(Though ijuiiL in -il. >■'< » of ambrosial sweetness J 
Thar made In t thiol, .id «i:hei ki-M s lack’d 

'nil then, tmf Vv liar she knew not, of completeness ; V >4 
Being used but sBtcily salutes to hti, • A ‘ * *■ , 

Insipid things — like sandwiches of veal. * . 






':\l ^ A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW. ‘h 


"He took her hand, ami soon she ft:lt him wring 
jvJ . The pretty fingers ail instead of one ; 

• \ Anon 'his stealthy arm began to chug 
d* -About her waist that had been tla p'd l»y none: 
' L ( Their dear confession-. I foil)- ir to -iivr, 

1 ’Since cold desciipiiou v\ .«uid hur he outrun ; 

, For bliss and Irish weiehe^ h.i\e tin* power. 

In twenty minute-., to lo.i iialf an hom : 


A RE r i KOSl'i:r;nvn REVIEW. 


On. v*dien I w.i ,i \ t> iy, 

My day and nigh - mu* full of ( oj. 
My ns.'o nu<‘ Midi'' and him! - 
No wonder that J son, u. mi . -■■di, 
And via d 1 ilu tear- hop fi.m mv t ye, 
To cast a lo >h In hind 1 


A hoop was an lien- -> lound 
Of pleasim*. ii< dm i day-. I found 
A top a i<#j <uis tiling : 

3ut now those pa-r delights l dioj^ 
m My head, alas ’ is .,11 my rop. 

And careful thoughts the atiing. 


A RETROSPECTIVE REOT 

My marbles — once my bag was stored,— 
Now 3 must play with Elgin's lord, 

* With Theseus To* a taw! 

My playful horse has slipi his string, 
Foigotton all his capering. 

And luirncsa'd ro tlie law ! 


My k * n* — how fast and f.n it flew! 
Whilst I, a -'ou of lTmiJin, drew 
My plemaue Mom tin d.y f 
’Twas paper'd : wi:'i ■ rude*. is rhemes* 
The tasks I more- my j':e. of du a ms 
Will nue nu o i *. \. ■ 


My : oy v aie wiuyl. all and dead : 

Aly dcirm- .it »* >r.:di of more r!nn lead ; 

My l lights ‘■.'.'.i find <> f hi , 

ATy ft us ;m \ iil, n.v f.'Pin diooj , 

Joy ik v«'2 come'h ' , i 1 1* a Jvn.p 
Arid seldom v\Mti a i >j‘ * 

Aly Mot ball t Jr, id upon the shelf, 

I am j '■hutt.i* tock rmself 

Tfic world knocks to e ml fr« » ; — 

Aly auitejy j-, a I unhsun'd. 

Am! jpn t igaii st ms self has turn’d 
My at rows and my bow! 



v*v rj - ■ 1 • ■ - * 

'A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW.;’ 

more * n noontide sun 1 bask ; 

■ "V My authorship's an endless. task, 

i ^ ‘ ’ My head *s ne’ei out of school: 

* My heait pain’d with sc»»ri» and slight, 

; i ! ; t , ' I have too mu.ny foes to tight. 

TV/ " ' And friends grown strung* Jy c<W ■ 

; The very chum that shaied my cake 
>■'’ l Holds out so old i hand to shake, 
i‘ . v It make^ me slnuik and sigh: 

> "■ ’ ' On tin* 1 nil! no* dwv.ll and hane,. — 

' f* ,, The ih.mgrlli». r would not h cl p mg 

Th«»ugu the-a should most his <. yi ! 


No skies ««* blue or so serciiv. 

As then , — no !•• m s look half m> gleet: 

As clothed tin phygtound tier ’ 

Ail things l loved are alter'd *o. 

Nor does it ease iv.y heart to km>w 
That change uv.dos in me! 


Oh for the gutb that mark'd the boy. 
The trousers made of cmdutoy. 

Well ink’d with bluett and ted; 

\ The crowuless hat, nr\ i dev tn'd m ill— 
. 'It^tniy let the sunshine itill 
' . Repose upon my head ' 



A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW; 


Oh for the tiband round the neck! ,f * 
The careless dogs’-ears apt to deck 
My book and collar both ! 

How can this formal man be styled 
Merely an Alexandiine child, 

A boy of Jailer growth? 


Oil fni tliat small, small beer anew! 

And (heaven’s own type) tlut nuld sky-blue 
That wadi d try sweet meal-, down; 

The master e T en! — an-; rha* small 'Turk 
That fagg’d m* ! — v/'«i ,< e, ■ iow my woik — 
A lay for .ill i>.i toa n ! 


Oh lo» tin* Ic*e,on« le.on’d by heart! 
Ay, [hoi'gb tin ’ c.y birth's ‘■nv.rl 
bilOOiJ IDaik fbo-a l/.uK , 

I’d “ Kl 1 tin? sod,” and be (-sign'd 
ileikvith the strojj^ and esen imd 
i'OH'c sugar iii the s/iru ! 


The At.ibian Nigh*-* r< hearsed in bed,! 
J'iie Fairy 'I ales m school-time read, 

By stiailb, ’twix< verb and noun ! 

The angel lorn; that alwv.y'- walk’d 
In all my dt earns and look’d and talk’d , 
Exactly like Miss lirown ! 



RUTH, 


The &mne bene — Christmas come ! 

The prize of merit, won for home — 

. Merit hail prizes then ! 

But now 1 write for Jays ami 'i.iys, 

For fame *- a deal of empty praise, 

V ithout the silver per! ! 

Then u home, sweet home ' *' ib< « <,nvi!i >1 coach — « 
The joyous shour— tin loud Jirpma V~ 

The windin'" hosm hhe i?m- 1 
The meeting sweet :h t rm.l** me thrill. 

The sweetni'Mts. 'owitci still. 

No 'iiO e * : in ! ’ — 


When rival i w.i 1 ' ^ t : ' ^ |w'>> 

My days and nigh* 6 -New fall j«»v. 
My mates were hm 1 '-' :u>d 1 h-d ’ 

No wonder f bat 1 ip in,,-, igh. 

And darii Uiw ti.u-iho. hum my i u , 
To cast a Look hi hind ' 


She stood breast high omul the oorv 
Clasp'd by the gulden !■'• br of mum, 
tike the sweetheart of the ‘an. 

Who many a glow mg had v on. 


ODE TO MELANCHQLT* 

On her cheek an autumn flush. 
Deeply ripenM ; — such a blush 
Tn the midst of brown was born. 

Like i i*d poppies pown with corn. 

Kojind her eyes her tresses fell, 

"Which wt*ic blackest none could tell, 
But long; lashes vt'lM a light. 

That had else been all too blight. 

And hei hat, as > 1 V> shady brim. 

Made h< i tie.^ fcMclu,.-,! dim; — 
Thus slu* -• >»»d ".mid the '•took 
Liaising Hod wi'h * wee rest looks: — 

Sui<\ i c ibi I ha * r < did not mean, 
V'bru , it-n t lieu slniuhb't hut glean. 
Lav f i*y i.l >v\n and roue, 

tfk.ie and r*,v home. 


ODE ID MELANCHOLY. 

C om!., !■ t \is he f ow careful breasts. 
Like Philomel, ay linst the thorn. 

To aggravate tie inwaid giief. 

That mai es lur accents so forlorn; 
Tht wodd has many cmtl points, 
Wl.e.il y out ho>oms have been torn. 
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And there are dainty themes of grief. 

In sadness to outlast the morn, — 

True honour’s deatrh, affection's death, t 

Neglectful pride, and cankemg scorn. 

With all the piteous talcs th.o fiai- 
Have water’d since the w >rld e, r ;s }»om. 

The woild ' — it ’■ aw il.lei tie**' , 

When* ttur. are him/, «'j-, ( »i, c . 

For thus my jg-'ori’y phunt.ry 
Makes all romy- wnp with me 1 
Come let us si? and watch »ht sky, 

And taney cloud., v-lu’e no iloiids no; 

Grid is enough to hlof .’»*■ <vi 
And nr»..ke In ,i\ci t>Lc { ; im'Is ‘ii , w 

Why should nods mii ( such nv.riy notes. 

Unless they wlic mou Most th„n we? 

No sorrow evi r chokes tin b tinea. s, 

Except sweet nig'iungal. ; f-u she 
Was born to ]>i» • n .m* l.-.ur. the more 
With hi r sad nuloay. 

Why shines tin* Su \, e: i ;.t that he 
Makes gloomy nook 1 fot »Iiic*f to hide. 

And pensive s!iad> s lor Ah hmcholy. 

When all the earth, is hi edit be-ide f 
Lret clay wear ?nu!es. and gre'n glass wave, 

Mirth .shall not win u*. hack aoain. 


3 b 


ODE TO MELANCHOLY. 


Whilst man i~ made ol his own grave. 

And fairest clouds but gilded rain! 

I saw my mother it; her shroud, ° 

Hct cheek w.o cold and veiy pale; 

Ami evtr ■dmt l‘\ * look'd on ail 
As cree.'-ute* doom’d 'o l.iil! 

Why do bii N ope extent to di* 1 ? 

Ay, let u vud-bibi hMs wither, 

And think of om Sow*-’ • hcel.s: 

And o’" hw\\ \m« derh tly 

To b'in * .it .'"Vs a* !ijt hi' ‘.i 1 ! 

Minute*. 1 «>e ! * mii! vaJ.s, 

Mouth* yi O' . .■ . .w. .I.i ink to nought; 

An age p : "■> but a * ‘ ! 

A), 1“{ in fui .It •>! him iv le'.v 
r i .f, u : 1 1 • J* . ho 

Kav\ . .!. v < '■ { ■ 'it* h* , > i..u 'no.it. 

Anil ios ''i)' * 'i ' cl 'ip* d tomb. 

'1 1 “H ’s d n- . nop; • ■ i L\"y »■ k lOJ 
To <Ji :jv v. ftli bh ’ a lavcn plume; 

Ar l loi i hi* viiMr * hound thought* ; 

A \MTuhii" -het t ha'Ii ample mom. 

When- Death, \\ 'h Id - keen-pointed style, 

}1 itli \v*ir the e/.iiiiior doom. 

Hmv \vi.«e iie ye\-\-t tee spieads its gloom, . 

Ami o’i-y *-hr- dud lets fail it> dew, ^ 

A'- ; i b. it wept for them, ' - , 1 . 



ODE TO MELANCHOLY. 
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The many human families 
That sle^p around its stem ! 

How roid the dead have made then stone-, 
With natural diops hrpf i\ei w * ' 

Lo ! hei e the best-- J !te sv n — 1 1 ic v/oiid 
Doth now iemtini-et .>1 f.iieet. 

Are in one r-mmeMi 'me luuiV, 

And love ala! h tie ae c.-lndy iin 1 *-; 

The lo-'eL e’v«’s that on i '■hone. « 

Tie- IniiW I nr! . *d I'd s t/i \j* 

Jh > nor i n- i r • i it) v. < o a souls 
And fjli ou« e^v io, : v In... set 
Om love upon i«. . - k ii. 

Out heait 1 - JH!'- i ^'io » . ' 

EiuCi\*S l d »‘hx ..!*• M e iLl )-'t, 

And ‘ion.e ii„> a* 11 .. i> -wilt d-*?ay 
Befou har ! vse mist s» ri . 

The to^e 1 l nd Jid hlo, u, again , 

But Love may haeut tin of Love, 

And watch tin mould m sdn. 

O cla c p me, .sweet, whilst thou ait mine. 

And do not take my teais amiss ; 

For tears nui-t flow to wash away 
thought that shows s;> stern as this : 

Forgive, if somewhilo 1 Jerget, 

In woe to come, th.e oresent bliss* 



* ODE TO MELANCHOLY. ' 

As frighted Proserpine let fill 
Her flowers at the sight of Dis : 

Ev’n so the daik and bright will kiss — 
The sunniest tilings throw -sternest shade. 
And there is ev’n .1 happiness 
That makes the heait aft aid ! 

Now le f us with :» spell invoke 
'flu K.ll-orl.M moot to giic\e our eyes ; 
Not blight, not hi'gl’.r, [nr, wi.li ,1 dond 
Lapp’d all about he', kt hi r iiso 
Alt pale and dun, - il I, mi, 

The ghn.t ol {)■■■ in, hmhd s u o 
H.;d rn-iu it J . 'A 4 s. 

The Mo-m. *he p h» snutee of sighs, 

Thou-n to ... m md, 

II hut to 'hi.ik ;n m ier times 
Tin - n.e t iii» i.-.M I- *1 K 'ii- Had, 

As *1 tlii u- ,1.1 l,i hi 'if- hin • Msc, 

Of sih .i’kS nu.i 1 , of <•, ieu a*d had ; 



' r !:i i mu fail 1*/ ih, r -i <» e in streams, 

1 he lairy l-rop that «.h ,ini ii the lad; 

I'm so v is, with vp» nt <h lights 

bhe taunts nu n's hr on , an*! makes them mad* 

All things are tonrhV with Melancholy, 

Loin o> the tenet m>uI’- rnistiust. 

To fud lift l.iii tthekui wings * 

Weigh'd down v\itli die degraded dust; 



^.LAMENT FOR DECLINE OF CHIVALRY, 39 

c ^ 

Even the bright extremes of joy 
. Bring on conclusions of disgust, 

’ Like the sweet blossoms of the May, 

Whose fragrance ends in nii» i t. 

■ O give hei, then, her tiihute jmt. 

Her sighs ami tears, ami imi>iiH>* holy ; 

There is no music in tin !iic 

That sound' with idiot iaughvi HihJv; 

■ There's not a suing attuned to ndilh. 

But has its clior.l in Mela m holy. 


LAMENT FOR THE DECLINE OF CHIVALRY. 


Wklt ha r lh-s« med m parti d Butko, 
Ail chsvaitoK, omwtu wmk 

Is endol now and past' — ■ 

That iron agL — \vhi< h sotru ha\c thought 
Of me’ai rathi r overwrought- - 
Is now ill oveit is* ! 

Ay! where are tlicoc iuti ic knights 
Of old — those armadillo wights 

Who wore the j>! ited vest?- - 
Great Charlemagne and all his jvers 
Afe cold — enjoying with their spears 
An everUstiiur reu! 


4<> LAMENT FOR DECLINE OF CHIVALRY 


The bold King Arthur deepeth sound 
So sleep his knights who gave that Rouud 
Old Table such eclat! 

O, Time ha* pluck'd rlir- plumy brow! 
And noiK 1 engage a* tourneys now 
But those that go to law • 


Oiim John o' Gaunt i q»itc gone by> 

And Guy L no- lung hut ;* Gay, 

Oil.u.do Iii* joil^ni’ — 

Bold Sidney, and hi- k* my, 

Those *• f.iilj ih.in:j\r. -wha f an they 
But ’ v 'ihont a morn i 


No lV,r« i< n; h now per <\* u.-, 

Iai i i ho-,,- oi i.ld. : i bu. kiti ' 1 rp.ras— - 
'Ni ii.mch a i,i' ' 

-oils a’, "u , * y c chain i , 

Aii all that ■ a c< a e a 1 mu.* 

'J o i ouch a ‘.i ' i)"' eye I 


Alas for Lion-ili ;»Tti‘d Dkk, 

Thai cut the Mode mi to the quick, 

H v, weapon lies in peace: 

O. it would \v mm them in a trice, 

H they could only have a spice c* 

Of his old mace in Gieece! 




?’V\ ’/LAMENT FOR DECLINE OF CHIVALRY. 41 

, t ‘ *The famed Rinaldo lies a-cold, 

V- ‘ . And Tancred too. and Godfrey bold. 

That .sealed the lioly well! 

- No Saracen meets Paladin, 

We hear of no gteaf 

, , ; Bur only grow the small \ 

Our Cii run, to /, hav>* dnindl' ,\ • iru*' 

To penny tilings -a*- out 1 l.ii k i'lince 
Hi fv»ric p» ns would sc. iff; 

The on I j otic we iv.-'d.ins bad 
Was nothing ! • • i : a Sandwich lad. 

Ami meask- look bun 

Where «ue tlio>< ,»1J .md ,* 

Then ]'?!.' ■>, an.j mils and p.u ti. .im, 

Tiu ii i'wiul.ii-ks, jeiki'.s, hi iL ? 

A battle hm- a b.iltle thcr, 

A bitaihing piece of woik ; ’m' men 
Fight now — with powdci puffs. 

The curtal-axc is out of Jan | 

The good old crosslnMv bends — to Fate j 

* *Tis gone, the arehei’s naft! 

No tough arm mis the springing yew, 

•And jolly draymen ’Ml-, in lieu 

Of Death, upon tile shaft I 


' 4 2 LAMENT FOR DECLINE OF CHlVALR'f, v 

The spear, the gallant til»ei*s pride, * 

The rustv spear is laid aside, — - ' ' 

O, ‘•pits iso ,\ r domineer ! S’ 

Tin* ivaf of mail is left alone, — 

And where is 'ill chain ainiour gone? 

Go a'-k. a Jhighhm Pier. 

We fight In lopes and n >t ir. lists, 
iJestowiug ii^nil ml with our fists, 

, A low and \uh»..i art f 

No mounted m.ui i- >\ . « dimwit ■ 

A tilt - it is a tiling nut* m >»vn — 

F,v <. jo i t .oM a « .* ! ! 

* 

Mi'lI"' h ! ' '■ -Ju 1 ut'iiOing S.i i */, 

C’la.i iil r l.‘ . n . * r: ‘iv'j * a!*. 

i oi iil!’ • ipll.il)> * 1 | 

M I'di I . \ It. i ! rise n ,iur, j nth . 

To hid th, •• r l:< >, 

i’hat ha.T s tlii £ - tiai ice.*' 

In in’ ds when will r;o.iii>*i«- 
S* f ihipipe heirm I.\ flu- puik. 

And stutter plumes about ? 

Or hlooJ if th \ an* i.i the vein? 

*1 hut tap will ntvet run again — (l 

-Air-*! the Cinque h outl 


-v'-’ 

A CHILP EMBRACING HIS MOTHER. 43 v 

• i N*\.*j* . 

; No iron-crackling now i* scored 
: *'* , v t , By dine of bat cle-axe or s**voi d, 

: ''i ' 1 ' _ To find a vital pLee — 

"O Though cetMin doctors Mill pretend, 

- j .. „ Awhile before they kill a ii imd, 

. To lahoui thiough Ids ca->e * 

'? Farewc-Il, thin, MKient inr «i ot n.i/lif 1 

- Crusader, erumt Mpiife, and biii;;!.: * 

Out coats .ism! tu-loin M>hcn; 

*’ To rise would tm!*- make \t*u \seep- - 

■ » Sleep on. m pi';\-mom ‘bap. 

A- j n 1 salt ty todip i 

! 

TO A CHILD EMIJKAC’ING Ills MOTHER 

lam thy mother, little one! 

Kiss and cl.i-p hot net h jg.o:i, — 

Heieafter she may bate a son 
Will kis- and rki-p iier ueck in vain. 

Love thy mothci, In tie one! 

Gaze upon bet l.wng • yes. 

And minor hack he* love for thee, — 

Hereafter thou mayst shiuldei .sighs 
«*JTo meet them when they can nor see. 

- , Gaze upon lur living eyes! 
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TO 


Press her lips the while they glow • ■ 

Willi love that they have often told,— * 
Heieafter thou mayst press In. woe. 

Anil kiss them till thine own are cold. * 
Press her lips the while they glow! 

Oh, revue her ravin h;.h ! 

Although it he nor siWr-gicv; 

1 oo caily Death, led on hy Ca*e, 

May s:, ’tr'i save one ilr.u link away. 

Oh! revue !u i ravii hail ■ 

% 

Pra> fn h<" ..tew • i d room, 

'i'har 11. c / may l.mg the ,‘troke defer,— 
F-«’ tia'i. nun t li/t ♦ lit • hnui !< /l>»rn 
Wh .* tl.ou •’ ill '.*-k tf> die with h* i\ 

Pw /. »: h^T- .it e\t ;\.d mi-mi 


TO 

cov.rosrn at n aTTMU'AM. 

T (,A/y ppo’i n nty, — 

A iiiy T, e\v and strange, — 
Down many a watery vista 
My fancy takes a range ; 




From side to side 1 .saunter. 

And wondci where I am ; 

And can yo*t he in England, 
And I ai Rotterdam ! 

Before me lit* d.-ik wafer- 
In broad can ih an,: di'*p. 
Wheieon the «ii\e»* evemb. . 
Sleeps i c .tie— in their hep; 

A sort ol \ nl; ar Venire 
Remind . m- where I am * 

V) ■*, ye., v <n, . it* in Eegimd, 
And l m at R*»' tei-iaM'i. 

Tall homes with i l i.;.m? * a 5 I'*'. 

Wheic iiet-aonr window 1 -nm: 
Amitp*i\- fiut >»\id *■- ■ !,! id*.’,* *■, 
And t*ei’ i»- mimal line. 

And in.r*. of -picy ve--.eU 
F«on. western Siiimim. 

All tili me you ‘»e in England, 
Iiuf I hv, in RotK t» lam. 

Those sailor*. hew outlandish 
The late and lorm of each! 
They deal in f»*iei;»n gestures. 
And use u foieign ‘■pieth; 

A tongue not le.ini’d near Isis, 
Or studiid hy the Cam, 



TO 




Declares that you ’re in England, 
And I ’m at Rotterdam. 


And now across a market 
My doubtful way I trace. 

Where stands a solemn statue, 
The Genius of the place ; 

And to the great Eiasmus 
I offer my sulnnm ; 

Who tells me you Ye In England, 
But I’m at Rotterdam. 



The ruffe e mom »>pen— 

I nir.g!-* in its ciond. — 

'I'he dominos are noisy — 

'] hi hooLah' rai »e a cloud; 

The tin our, none o 4 ‘ ration's, 

1 hat minglts whh my dr im, 
Reminds n>_ you be in I, n gland. 
And 1 *j:i ul Roth.’ulam. 


Then here \ f goe-,, a bumper — 

The toast it ‘hall be mine. 

In Schiedam, or in sherry, - 

Tokay, or hock of Rhine; .. j v 

It well deserves the brightest, ; 

Where sunbeam ever swam — ■ 

“ ’I'he Giii 1 love in England" . ^ 

i drink at Rotterdam! ' , Y ,d : ‘ 


‘ .'V- « ■' ■ 
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STANZAS. 


there a bitter pang fo-- lo'.o removed, 

'Ifiy'"' Oh God ! 1 he dead lovt doth hot cost more tears 

^ Than the alive, the loving the helmed — 

ttl Not yet, nor yet hi vend all hope-'. and lotus! 

; V ^ (i T « • Would! wile laid 

,? _ Under the shade 

! Of the calm gran, .uid the long grass of )tars — 
•:*'/ s 

That love might die whh s>inn\ —I am sonow; 

■ r And she, that low**, nu* hnde'i.-.t doth pn-v, 

Most poison from mv air! lips, and horn \v 
Only new arguidi iroiv the <-ld caress, 

' r . 11 / ’ Oh, this wot Id’s giief, 

*•', Hath no relief, 

- In being wrung ftojn a gloat happiness. 


* i( \ Would I had never filled thine eye*: with love, 
i'j'’ For love is only teais: would I had never 
7 ^ Breathed such a cui s**- like Meshing as we prove; 

' Now, if “ Fareweli ” < on Id Mess thee, l would sever ! 
I'l , ‘v ■ Would I weie laid 

Under the sh iJe 

‘ 'J'v Of the cold tomb, and the long gta c s for ever 1 
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SONG FOR THE NINETEENTH. 

Thf morning sky is hung with mist. 

The rolling drum the «Meet alarms. 

The host is paid, his duughtei kiss’d. 

So now to arms, so now *o arms. 

Our evening bowl was strong and stiff. 

And m iy we get mi« 1j qi’.. iters oft, 

I ne’er was beltei lodged, hr it 
Tin* straw wav b.*ui. ih. maid was soft* 

So now to aims to .am , maims. 

And J«ue \oi, w< II. my little (bar, 

And it the, ,rh who won yoai tii.iims, 
Wh) sav ‘twa-. in you’ Nineteenth Tear. 


ODE TO RAE WILSON, ESQ. 


A WANnr.iru, Wihon, from my native land. 
Remote, O Rre, from godliness and thee. 
When roll** between n-, the eternal seu, ‘ 
Besides some iurlongs of a foreign sand,*— 




*• va&‘ 5 ' t* V'\ * ' ‘ ’. ./ ftk v ->>•■: 

Iro RAE WILSON, ESQ. ‘ ’ . 

' 1 ' - 1 ' . 

/^Ssyonjd 1 the broadest Scotch of London Wall; 
^|%ortd the loudest Saint that has a call ; 

Sji^cross the wavy waste between us stretch’d, 

^gm — liendly missive warns me of a stricture, 

^ Wherein my likeness you haw darkly etch’d, 
J"/\And though I have not seen die shadow sketch'd, 
'*y Thus I remark prophetic on the pit tare. 


-m 


yjj guess the features: — in a line to paint 
: Thfcir moral ugliness, 1 'm iv't a ‘stint. 

Kut one of those self-ioiistituted saint', 

- Quacks — not ph} t 'iri.in- — in the cu*e ot souls, 
Certsora who suifl out mortal t. lints. 

And call the devil over hi-, own coals — 

Those p-tendo Fri\ v CounuJIurs of God, 

Who write down judgnn "fs wit!, t pt u hard-mho'c 
Ushers of I'ncl/ebuh .» lil.Kk Rod. 

Commending sinneis, nwt to ice thu k-ii’d 'd, 

■ But endless flames, to scorch them up like fhtx- - 
Yet sure of he.iv’n thcnn-ilves, a. if tin y'd cribh’d 
Th* imptession of St. Pctei\» keys in wax! 


■ Of fetich a character no single trace 
^Exists, I know, In my fictitious face; 
'There wants a ccitaiti cast about the eye ; 
<*rtain lifting of die nose's tip; 


'jjjjfjf &MSn curling of the nellur lip, 
;vd ,; fii $&>rn of all that is, beneath the sky 




$'* ODE TO KAE WILSON>7,eS^ 

r 

In brief it is an aspect deleterious, - *' 

A face decidedly not serious, '" t . 

A face profane, that would not do at all “ ’ ' ; 
To make a face at Exeter El a 11, — 

That Hall where bigots rant, and cant, 
pray. 

And land each other face to face. 

Till ov’ry fat thing-candlc ray 
Conceives itself a great g.; ‘■-light of grace. 


Well! — he the graceless lineaments confest! 

I do enjoy this hounteoir beauteous earth ; 

And dote upon a jest 
"Within the limits of becoming mirth ; 

No solemn s metimonious face I pull, 

Nor think I 'm pl'.iis when I’m only bilious— * 
Nor stilly ; :t my sanctum supcicllnuis 
To name a Sabbath Bill or forp a Bull. 

1 pray for glare — repair ea^h -inful act — 
Peruse, but underneath the h,h, my Bible; 
And love mv ntighhour far too well, in fact. 
To call r*.nl twit Ilian with a godly tract 
That's turn'd by application to a libel. 

My licau ferments not with the bigot’s leaven, 
All creeds I view with toleration thorough, 
And have a horror of regarding heaven '■ 

As anybody’s rotten borough. ' 



;| TO RAE WItSbN, ’ESQ . ' ' ' 

v ' ' ' ' i 

no part I take in party fray, 
l^P® 8 from Billingsgate's slang-whanging tartarv 
Seat no Pope — and let great Ernest play 
Fox and \*roove with Fox’s Martyrs! 1 

^ kni^i a' over - 1 igliteous men, 

’fy/ffir own I shake my si<J' , s at ranteis, 

Y’^'. .1 And treat sham-AbrV’ hits with wicked banreis, 
own , that there are -;s — hut then 

\< * , sX' , -ar ' 

--It's ‘when I’ve gor my wine-— say ci canters! 

.IVe no ambition to enact the spy m 

f.’sS, On fellow souls, a Spiiimal Pry — 

C\> ’Tis said tint people ought to guaul tin ir noses, 

' Who tli rust them into nu*te:s none of theiis; 

, { - <* ' .And tho* no delicacy discomposes 

,k\ ’’i; Tour Saint, yet i conduce faith :uni prajk * 

> . , '' Amongst the piivate.vt of mill's aliaiis. 

\ T do not hash the Gospel in my hooks, 

. )'*' And thus upon the public mind intrude it, 

, r ' ,Ae if l thought, like Otaheit.ui cooks, 

k? - > No food wav fit to cjL till A had chew’d it. 

\ #' ' * 

“% ; On Bible stilts 1 don’t aifi\ to stalk ; 

"■?- v , u m ^ 

/*■*. Nor lard with Sciiptnre my familiar talk,— 

For man may pious texts repeat, 
yet religion have no Imvaid seat ; 
not so plain as the old Ilill of Howth, 
got his belly full of meat 
he talks witli victuals in his month l 


Wto' . V";' ODE TO ME 

t ■&*-'•'" •* V’ 

r ' ■ '* " Mere verbiage, — it is not worth a carrot ", ' 

' Why, Socrates — or Plato — where’s tire odda?-^», ' ' 

.V^, Once taught a jay to supplicate the Gods, "" \V> 
And made a Pollv-theist of a Parrot 1 , 5 ' 


A mere pjnfessor, spite of all his cant, is *' 

Not a whit better than a Mantis, — 

An insert, of what clime 1 can’t determine. 

That liit< its paws most pat son-likc, and thencv 
By simple savag *s — thro’ sheer pietence— 

Is reckon’d quiLe a saint amongst the vermin. 

But where's ;.he invrma, o i when* the nom f 
To ride on one’s i elision thro 1 the lobby, 

Whethei i stalking-horse or hobby. 

To show its pious pa. vs ro “ the House? ” 


1 honestly confess that 1 would hinder 
The Scottish mcmbc'.s legislative rigs, 

That spiritual Pimler, 

Who looks ro erring souls a-* straying pig?, 
That must be lush'd by law, wherever found. 
And driven to ( lunch, as to the parish pound, 
I do confess, without le-ervc or wheedle, 

1 \icw that grovelling idea d» one 

Word y some pari .h cleik's ambitious son, « 

A charity-boy, who longs to be a beadle. 


■ 



:‘*«QpE''T&'Rm WILSON, ES& , 

- j1 . , , '‘I"-,,, 

a vital topic sure ’tis odd 

a man can differ from his neighbour: J 
jS^Qfcfe.yrislies worship ficely giv’n to God, 

wants to make It statu te-labour — 
b r °ad distinction in a line to diaw, 

As’ means to lead us to the skies above. 

iffy} ■ '* 

Vou say — Sir Andrew and his love of law, 
f: Awl i — the Saviour with his law of love. 


^'bontaneously to God should tend the soul, 

>v\ 'e > \ •> 

sif^.-Like the magnetic needle to the Pole; 

T > But wlut were that intrinsic viitue worth, 

,* Suppose some fellow, wit)) more ^ial than knowledge, 
*'j : 2 > Fresh from St. Andrew’- ColLge, 

Should nail the cousuou*. needle to the cot til i 


j.h’V I do confess that I abhor and dninh 

", From schemes, with a religion- willy-nilly, 

; V;^» 'That frown upon St. Giles’s sins, hut Mink 
ffjV^'Tbfc peccadilloes of all Piccadilly — 

soul revolts at such a bare hypociisy, 
v> And will not, dare not, fancy in accord 
ijjf CVThe Lord of Hosts with an li ^elusive Lord 
‘ Of this world’s aristocracy. 
vJJ3K will not own a notion »o unholy, 

.thinking that the rich by ea^y trips 
^ b to heav’n, wberea-* the poor and lowly 
work their pa>sagc a* they do in ships. 
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Oiid place there is — beneath the burial sotl •'/ 
Where all mankind are equalised by death 5 - ,j 

Another place there is — the Fane of God, 

Where all are equal, who draw living breath; '*• 
Juggle who will chnv'h'rc with his own soul. 
Playing the Judas with a temporal dole — ' - 

He who can corne beneath that awlul cope, 

In the (head presence of a Maker just, 

Who metes to ev’ry pinch of human dust 
One even measure of immortal hope — 

He who ran stand within that holy door. 

With soul unbowM by that pint* •'pint-level. 

Ana frame unequal laws for rich .md poor, — 
Might sit for Hell and represent the Devil ! 


Such are the tolenin sentiments, O Rae, '* , ; 'd 

In your last Journt y-Woik. perchance you ravage. 
Seeming, L.ut in mon courtly teir.s, t«> say 
I'm bufc.^ he'-dle'.c. needless, godless -avage; 

A very Gay, dost rving i:ro and i.iggots, — 

A Scolfer, alnav on the giin, J X 

And «adly given to the mortal dn 
Of liking’M ivvwoims less than merry maggots! 

The liumhle records of my life to search, 

) have n Jt herded with mere pagan beasts; ^ 

But sometime*, I have “ sat at good men’s 

1 ?■ 

And 1 have been u where bells have knoll’d to chph&r y&l 


m. 


its 


ft 
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. jflwJaf*. /\ 

-^■V 1, ?V 'V ! > . 

how sweet the sounds of village bells' 
on the undulating air they swim 1 
ySfew lolyj as welcomes ! faint, now, as farewell \ 
lAftd trebling .:ii about tile breezy dells 
ift&flattj ?d by the wings of Cherubim. 

-Meanwi pe the bees are chanting a low hymn j 
And loi |o sight ill* ecstatic Ink above 
( Smgs, 13 ‘ft a soul beatified, of love, — 

With, n| Iv and then, tiie coo of the wild pigeon ; — 
O PagaH , Heathens, Inlidels and Doubters! 

If such sweet sound - < ar.’t woo you to religion, 

, Will the harsh voices ol dnueh cad.s and touters ? 


1 A man may ny “ Church 1 Chun h !” at ev’ry word. 
With no more piety than other people — 

A daw’s not reckon’d a religious bird 
Because it keep® a-owing irom a steeple. 

The Temple is a good, a holy place. 

Bat quacking only gives it an ill savoui ; 

While saintly mountebanks the porch disgrace, 

4And bring religion’s self into disfavour! 

»• , 

Behold yon servitor of God and Mammon. 

■■ Who, binding up his Bible with his Ledger, 

J/ ", Blends Gospel texts with tiading gammon 
v<vA black -leg saint, a spiritual hedger, 

backs his ligid Sabbath, so to speak, 

j%$Ajgfclnstthc wicked remnant of the week, 

’WfV: ‘ 
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A saving bet against lus sinful bias— 

“ Rogue that I am,” he whispers to himself, > ‘ ; 

“ I lit; — I cheat — do anything for pelf. 

But who on eaith can say I am not pious?” 

\f tA 

In ptoof how over-righieousnesb rc-acts, , , ; v 

Accept an anecdote well based on facts. 

One Sunday morning — (at the day don’t fret}— 

In tiding with a fiiind to Rondel’s End 
Outride the stage, \u happen’d to commend 
A certain mansion that we saw To Lit. 

“ Ay,” cried our coachman, with ou* talk to grapple,, 
** You’re riglit ! no Nnise a\»ng tin* load comes nigh & 
*7 was Imilt by the sane man a*, iniilt yon chapel, ' ,J 
And ma-t< » wanted once O’, buy it, — > \ 

But t’other diiv the bargain muc’n too h«i,d — 

He ax’d sure-/:* u nun pimligious ! 

But h* lug no pa. ,? cuhir teligions 

Why, !hat y )ou see, put mu ter on iihs guard 1” 


Church is “ little heav’n bdow, 

I have been there and still would go,”— 

Yet l am none of those who think it odd 
A man can pi ay unbidden isom the cassock. 
And, passing by ilu cnstomaiy hassock, 
Kneel down remote upon the simple sod, w 
And sue in fotuifi pauperis to God. 
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' 

rest, intolerant to none, 

^Jh^fcver shape the pious rite may bear, 
S$’n,the poor Pagan's homage to the Sun 
would not handily scorn, lest e\ jn there 
4 spum’d some dements of Cluistian prayh — 

,! ' All aim, tho* ening, at a “ vvoild ayont"— 

'• Acknowledgment of good — ol man’s futility, 
A *ense of need, and weakness, and indeed 
i . That very thing so many Christian., want — 

■ ' Humility. 

Such, unto Papists, dews, or tutbau’d Tut ks. 
Such is mj spirit — (l don't mean my wi dth!) 
Su§h, may ir please you, is my humble faith ; 

^ T .know, full well, you do not like my reer/'f / 

I have not sought, ’rh true, the I Ioly Land. 

As full of text - as Cuddle liejd' igg*> mother. 
The Iilhb* in one hand, 

'■ '■ ; And my own roinnion-pl, ice- hook in the other- 
. But you have been to Palestine - :da, ! 

Some minds improve by travel, others, rather, 

’ f, Resemble copper wire, or brass, 
t < Which gets the narrower by going Jarther ! 
y -' v Worthless are all such Pilgrimages — very 1 
, , If Palmers at the Holy Tomb conttive 
;'-y> The human heats and rancour to revive 
That at the Sepulchre they ougnt to bury, 

;T A, *ryrry sight it is to rest the eye on, 

To see a Christian creature guxe at Sion, 
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Then homeward, of the saintly pasture full,' , J. 
Rush bellowing, and b scathing fire and smokft, 

At crippled Papistry to butt and poke, ,v ; 

Exactly as a skittish Scottish bull e 

Hunts an old woman in a scarlet cloak t 

Why leave a serious, moral, pious home, _ ,-v 

Scotland, renown’d for sanctity of old. 

Far distant Catholics to rate and scold - 

Fot — doing as the Romans do at Rome? 

With such a bristling spirit wheiefore quit. 

The Land of Cakes f>r any land of vvafcis. 

About the graceless images to flit. 

And Iiiuz and chafe imjxntuiuU as diafets, * 
Longing to carve the iar\* rs to .V >rch collops?— 
People who hold such Isolate opinions ' 

•Should stay at h.'mc, in lhotistant dominions. 

Not travel like male JVlrs. Trollope'-. 


Oiftrd with noble tendency to climb. 

Yet weak at the same ihne. 

Faith is a kind of parasitic plant, 

Thai gr<v-p" the nearer stem wbh tendril-rings; 

And a-) the climate and the soil may grant. 

So is the sort of tiec to which it clings. 

Conridei men, before, like Hurlothnimbo, 

You aim your club at any creed on earth. 

That, by the simple accident of birth. 

You might have been High Priest to Mumbo Jumbo. 
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>* * ' • 

'^Qr ftiifr^-thro’ hen then ignorance perchance, 

, '/Ndt -having knelt in Palestine, — 1 feel 
’ , /Koine of that griffinish excess of zeal, 

, fSotne travellers would Maze with here in France. 

V Dolls I ran see in Virgin-like array, 

.‘Nor for a scuffle with the idols hanker 
Like crazy Ouixote at the puppets play, 

? lf their 4< offence be rank,” should mint be 
rancour ? 

" Mild U ght. and by dcgiee-, should he the plan 
To cun; the dusk J"d firing mind ; 

But who would rush at a hi uiMited man. 

And give him fc ,VD black cyt** foi being blind i 


Suppose the tfndct bur luxuriant hop 
Around a carikti’d stem should twine, 

", What Kentish, boor would tear away the piop 
So roughly as wound, nay, kill tin* bine i 
The images, ’tis true, arc strangely diess’d, 

With gauds aT)J toys extremely out ol season ; 

; ' ' The carving nothing of the veiy be.it, 

!' ,*'V The whole repugnant to the eye of reason, 
l l ' Shocking to ta-.te, and to Fine Arts a trcasort — 

‘ Yet ne’er o’er look in bigotry of sect 

One truly Catholic , one common form, 

$£>,■ , "At which uncheck’d 

‘j^C'^All Christian hearts may kindle or keep warm 
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/ ;/ / 'V./ ( J" 

‘ Say, was it to my spirit’s pun or loss, 

One bright anti balmy morning, as I went 
From Liege’s lovely environs to Ghent, 

If hard l»y the wayside I found a cross. 

That made me breathe a pray'r upon the spot— 

While Nature of heiself, as if to trace 

The emblem's use, had trail'd around its base * 

The Hue significant Forget-me-not? " 

Mcthonght, the claims of Charity to urge 
More forcibly, along with Faith and Hope, 

The pious choice had pitch'd upon the verge 
Of a delicious slope. 

Giving the eye much variegated scope; — 

“ Look round,” It whi’peiM, -‘on that prospect 


rare. 

Those vales so veidan*. and those hills so Hue 5 
Enjoy the sunny world, ?••> lush, and far, 

But” — {how the rimpie kgond pierced me tin o’ !) 
“ Pkilv: rouis les Mauicuacujl.*' 


With sweet kind natures, as in honey'd cells. 
Religion lives, and feels herself at home ; 

■But only on a forma) visit dwells 
Whole wasps instead of bees have formed the 
comb. 

Shun pride, O Rae! — whatevoi sort beside 
You take in lien, shun spiritual pride ! 
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;^^t :.prfde there is of rank — a pride of birth, 
^■'Avpiide of learning, and a pride of purse, 
i; ^^London pride — in short, there be on earth 
*- # A' host of prides, some better and some worse 
/Bat of all prides, since Lucifer’s attaint, 

" The proudest swells a jclf-dcctcd Saint. 


To picture that cold pride so har-h and hard. 
Fancy a peacock in a poultry yard. 

Behold him in conceited circles sail, 

•Strutting and dancing, and now planted stilf. 

In all his pomp of pageantry, .is if 
He felt “ the eyes of Em ope” on his tail ! 

As for the humble breed retain’d by man. 

He scorns the whole domestic clan — 

He bows, he Lt idles. 

He wheels, he sidles. 

At last, with stately doclgings in a corner 
He pens a simple russet hen, to scorn her 
Full in the blaze of his resplendent fan ! 

. “ Look here,” he cries (to give him words) 
"Thou feather’d clay — thou scum of birds!” 
1 Flirting the rustling plumage in iter eyes, — 
f* Look here, thou vile piede.stined sinner, 
r Doom’d to be roasted for a dinupr, 

* Behold these lovely variegated dyes ! 

These are the rainbow culuurs of the skies 
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. That Heav’n has shed upon me amor*—* ■ ' ’** 
A Bird of Paradise? — a pretty story! 

/am that Saintly Fowl, thou paltry chick! 

Look at my ciovvn of glory ! e 

Thou dingy, dii ty, drabbled, draggled jill !" 

And olf gor» Partlet, wriggling from a kick. 

With Mccding scalp laid open by his bill ! 

That little simile exactly paints 
How sinners are despised by saints. 

By saints' — the Hypocrites that ope heavVs door 
Obsequious to the sinful man of riches — 

But put the wicked, naked, harelegg’d poor. 

In parish stocks instead of hn.ec.hes. 

The Saints f — the Bigots that in public spout, 

Spieud phosphoms of zeal on scraps of fustian, 

And go like w.tlkirg “ Luc i lets’* about 
Mere living bundles ol combustion. 


The Saint-.! — the aping Fanatics (hat talk 
All cant and rant, and lhapsodies high flown — 

That bid you haul:. 

A Sunday walk. 

And shun God'» work as you should slum youi own. 


% 


The Saint? Formalists, the extra pious. 

Who think the mtfcSiT husk can save the soul, 
By trundling with a mere mechanic bias. 

To church, just like a lignum- vita; bowl ! 


% 
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,1fhe Saints !•— the Pharisees, whose beadle stands 
Beside a stern coercive kirk. 

A piece of human mason-work, 

Calling all sermons contrabands, 
i In that great Temple that's not made with hands* 
Thrice blessed, rather. Is the man, with whom 
' The gracious prodigality of nature, 

The balm, the bliss, the beauty, and the bloom. 
The bounteous providence in cv’ry feature. 

Recall the good Creatm to his creatine. 

Making all earth a fan", all hcav’n its dome 1 
To his tun»d spirit the wild heather-bells 
Ring Sabbath knells; 

The jubilate of the soaring lark 
Is chant of clerk ; 

Fta choir, the thrush and the gregarious linnet; 
The sod’s a cushion for his pious want ; 

And, consecrated !>y the hcav’n within it. 

The sky-blue pooi, a font. 

Each cloud-capp’d mountain is a holy altar; 

An organ breathes in every grove ; 

And the full heart’s a Psalter, 

Rich ?n deep hymns of gratitude and love! 


% : 


fk; f - 

jiy.- ■' Sufficiently by stern necessitarians 

Poor Nature, with her face begrimed by dust, 

■r.v ,> ; ' Is Stoked, coked, smoked, and almost choked ; but must 
, ; V' Religion have its own Utilitarians, 

f-'/J \ 
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Label l*d with evangelical ph) larteries. 

To make the road to heav’n a railway trust. 

And churches — that’s the naked fact — mere factories? 


Oh ! simply open wide the Temple door. 

And let the solemn, swelling, organ greet, 

With Volmifaries meet. 

The willing advent of the rirh anti poor I 
And while to God the loud Hosannas soar, 

( With lidi vibrations horn the votul throng — 
From quiet shades that to the woods belong. 

And brooks with music of lh* 11 own, 

Voices may come t'« ‘■well thr* Jueal song 
W itli notes of piai u the\ lew* d in mu sings lone* 


How stiange it L whili on all \ifal questions, 
'I’h.it occupy the I louse and public mmd, 

Wi always nevt with some hui.aiir suggestions 
Of gcntU measures of a healing kind. 

Instead of harsh seventy and vigour. 

The Saint alone his preference retains 
For bill of penalties and pains. 

And ma'ks his nan ow code with legal ligour! 
Why s>hun, as worthless oi alfllintion, 

What men of ail politic d persuasion 
Extol— arid even use upon occasion — 

That Christian principle. Conciliation? 
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But possibly die men who make -uch fuss 
With Sunday pippins arul oh I Tiots infirm. 

Attach some odier meaning to the term, 

# As thus : 

One market morning, in my usual rambles. 

Passing along Whitechapel’s ancient shambles. 
Where meat was hung in many a joint and quarter, 
I had to halt awhile, like other folks. 

To let a killing butcher coax 
A scoie of lambs and fatted sheep to slangnter. 


A sturdy man he look'd to fell an ox, 

Hull -fronted, ruddy, with a formal «-treak 
Of well-greased hair down either cheek. 

As if he dee-dash-doeM some other flocks 
Beside those woolly-leaded stubborn blocks 
That stood before him, in vexatious huddle — 

Poor little lambs, with bleating wetheis groun’d. 
While, now and then, a thirty creature stoop’d 
And meekly snufi'tl, but did not taste the puddle. 

Fierce bark’d the clog, and many a blow was dealt. 
That loin, and chump, and scrag and saddle felt. 
Yet still, that fatal step they all declined it, — 

And shnnn'd the tainted door as if they smelt 
Onions, mint sauce, and 1-nion juice behind it. 


F 
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At last there came a pause of brutal force. 

The cur was silent, for his jaws were full 
Of tangled locks of tarry wool. 

The man had whoop’d and holloed till dead hoarse* 
The time was ripe for mild expostulation. 

And thus it stammer’d from a stander-by — 

“ Zounds ! — my good fellow, — it quite makes me — 
why. 

It really — my dear fellow — do just try 
Conciliation !” 


Stringing his nerves like flint, 

The sturdy butcher seized upon the hint, — 

At least he seized upon the foremost wether, — 

And hugg’d and lugg’d and tugg’d him neck and crop 
Just nolens volens thro’ tire open shop — 

If tails come ofThe didn’t care i feather, — 

Then walking to the door and smiling glim, 

He rubb’d his forehead u\d Iiis sleeve together — 

" There! — IV. rrv/cilLted him!” 

Again — -good-humouredly to end our quarrel — 

(Good humour should prevail!) — 

I’J! fit you with a tale. 

Whereto is tied a moral. 

Once on a time a certain English lass 

Was seized with symptoms of such deep decline 

Cough, hectic flu dies, c\*ry evil sign. 
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That, as their wont is at such desperate pas9, 

Tlie Doctors gave her over-— to an ass. 

Accordingly, the grisly Shade to bilk, 

Each morn the patient quaff’d a fjothy bowl 
Of a .i nine new milk, 

Robbing a shaggy suckling of a foal 

Which got proportionably spare and skinny— 

Meanwhile the neighbours cried “ Poor Mary Ann! 

She can’t get over it! she never can ! ,v 

When lo ! to prove each prophet was a ninny. 

The one that died was the poor wetnurse Jenny. 

To aggravate the case. 

There were hut two grown donkeys in the 
place ; 

And most unluckily for Eve’s sick daughter, 

‘File other long-car* J creature was a male. 

Who never in his life had given a pail 
Of milk, or even chalk and water. 

No matter : at the usual hour of eight 
Down trots a donkey to the wicket-gate. 

With Mister Simon Gubbins on its back, — 

“Your sarvant. Miss, — a werry spring-like day,— 
Bad time for hasscs tho’ ! good lack ! good lack ! 
Jenny he dead. Miss, — hut Pzc brought ye Jack, 

He doesn’t give no milk — but he can bra).” 

So runs the story. 

And, in vain self-gioiy. 
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STANZAS. 


Some Saints would sneer at Guldens foi his blindne* 
But what the better aie their pious saws 
To ailing soldo- than diy hee-haws, 

Without the milk of human kindness f 


b I AN /AS. 


With the good of our country be foie us. 
Why play the mere paitkm’s game 1 
Lo ! the hioad flag ol England is o\ i us, 
And behold on both sides hi. the same! 

Not for this, not foi that, not for any. 

Not for these, not for those, but for all, — 
To the la«t drop of Mood — the last penny- — 
Tog' ther h t\s stand, or let's fall 1 


Tear down the vile signs of a fraction, 
Be the national banner nnfinlM, — 
And if we must base any faction. — 
Be it “ Britain against all the world 


b ) 


TO MY DAUGHTER. 

ON HER I1IKTH-DAY. 

Dear Fanny ! nine long years ago. 

While yet the morning «*un was low. 

And rosy with the Eastern glow 
The land ,cape smiled — 

Whilst lowed the newly-waken'd herds— 
Sweet as the eaily song of birds, 
i heatd those tu >t, delightful words, 

“ Thou hast a Child ! ” 

.Along with that upiising dew 
Tears glisten’d in my e}es, though fi w, 
To hail a dawning quite as new 
To me, as Time : 

It was not sorrow — not annoy — 

But hk*. a happy maid, though coy, 

With giiel-likc welcome even Joy 
I'oiestalhs its prime. 

*So mayst thou live, dear! many years, 

In all the bliss that life endears, 

Not without smiles, nor yet from tears 
Too stri< tly kept : 

When fust thy inlant littleness 
I folded in my fond eaiess. 

The greatest proof of happiness 
Was this — I wept. 



I 
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SONG. 

To mv win:. 

Those eyes that weie so bright, love. 
Have now a dimmer shine, — 

But all they’ve lost in light, love. 

Was what they gave to mine ; 

But still thoH* orbs u*fli et, love, 

The beams oi found hours, — 

Tho*’ ripen'd all my jovs, my lo\e 
And tinted all my flow'd s ! 

Those locks weie hi own to see, love, 

Thar now are turned so giay, — 

But the yeais weie spent with me, lovr , 

T hat s;oie their hue awav ; 

Thy locks no longer sh.'ie, love, 

T he golden glow of noon, — 

But I’ve seen th. wotld look fail, my love. 
When silver’d by the moon! 

That blow was smooth and fair, love. 
That looVs so shaded now, — 

But for me it bore the caie, love. 

That spoiled a bonny blow. 

And though no longer there, love. 

The gloss it had of yore, — 

Still Memory looks and dotes, my love. 
Where Hope admiied before ! 



T1IE FLOWER. 


YOUTH AND AGE. 

Imimtifnt of his childhood, 

•'Ah me!” exclaims young’ Arthur, 
Whilst roving- in the wild wood, 

“ 1 wish I were my father !” 

Meanwhile, to see his Arthur 
So skip, and play, and run, 

“Ah me!” exclaims the father, 

•'1 wish I were my son!” 


THE FLOWER. 

Alov i', across a foreign plain. 

The Exile slowly wanders. 

And on his Isle beyond the main 
With sadden’d spirit ponders. 

This lovely Isle beyond the sea. 
With ail if. household treasures; 

Its cottage homes, its merry birds. 
And all its ruial pleasures. 

Its leafy woods, its shady vales, 

Its moors, and purple heather; 

Its verdant fields bidithM with stars 
Ilis childhood loved to gather- 



THE ELM TKT-.E. 


When lo ! he starts with glad surprise. 
Home-joys come ru-hing o’er him. 

For “ modest, wee, and ciimson-tippM,” 
He spies the flower before him ! 

With eager haste he .stoops him down, 
Ilis eyes with moistute luuy, 

And as lie plucks the simple bloom. 

He murmurs, “ Lawk-a-daisy !’* 


TIIE ELM TREE. 

A DHIAM 1\ THE WOODS. 

'Twas in a shady Avenue, 

Where lofty Elms a 1 ou id— 

And horn • 'Free 
There c ime to me 
A sad and i olemn sound, 

That sometimes murmui’d overhead, 
And sometimes underground. 

Amongst the leaves it seem’d to sigh. 
Amid the bough-, to moan; 

It muttei’d in the ‘•tun, and then 
The roots took up the tone; 

As if beneath the dewy grass 
The dead began to groan. 
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No breeze there was to stir the leaves, 
No bolts that tempests launch. 

To rend the trunk or ruggul l.ark ; 

No gale to bend the branch ; 

No quake of earth to heave the roots, 
'That stood so still’ and staunch. 

No bird w.ii preening up aloft. 

To rustle with its wing; 

No squirrel, in its spoit or fear, 

Fiom hough to bough to spring; 
The solid bole 
Had ne’er a hole 
To hide a living thing i 

No scooping hollow c< 11 to lodge 
A lurtive beast or lowl, 

The martin, bat. 

Or foiest cat 

That nightly loves to prowl, 

Nor ivy nook so apt to shroud 
The moping, snoring owl. 

But still the sound was in my ear, 

A sad and solemn sound. 

That sometimes murmur’d overhead, 
And sometimes underground — 
’Twas in a shady Avenue 
Wheie lofty Elms abound. 
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TIIE ELM TREE. 


O hath the Diy;ul still a tongue 
In tlm ungciii.il clinic ? 

Have Sylvan Spirits still a voice 
As In the classic prime — 

To make the foiest voluble. 

As in the olden time ? 

The olden time is dead and gone ; 

Its years have fill’d their sum — 

And e’en in Greece — her native Greece — 
The Sylvan Nymph is dumb — 

From ash, and heech, and aged oak, 

No classic whispers come. 

From Poplar, Pine, and drooping Birth. 
And flagrant Linden Trees, 

No living sound 
E’er hove r s round, 

Unless the vagrai t breeze. 

The music of the merry bird. 

Or hum of busy bees. 

But busy bees forsake the Elm 
That bears no bloom aloft — 

The Finch was in the hawthorn-bush. 
The Blackbird in the croft; 

And among the firs the brooding Dove, 
That else might murmur soft. 
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Yet still I hoard that solemn sound. 
And Mil it was to boot. 

From e»’iy overhanging bough. 

And each minuter shoot; 

From rugged trunk and missy rind. 
And from *nc twisted root. 

Fiom those, — a melancholy moan; 

Fiom those, — a dreaiy sigh; 

As il the houghs were* wintry hare. 
And wild winds sweeping hy — 
Whereas the smallest fleecy cloud 
Was stedfast in the sky. 


No sign or touch of sorting air 
Could either sense observe — 

'Fbe zephyr had not breath enough 
'I be thistle-down to swen e 
Or force the filmy gossamers 
To take another curve. 

In still and silent slumber hush’d 
All Nature seem’d to be: 

From heaven above, or earth beneath, 
No whisper came to me — 

Except the solemn sound and sad 
From that Mvstuuouj Tun. 1 
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A hollow, hollow, hollow sound, 

As is that dreamy roar 
When distant billows boil and bound 
Along a shingly shore — 

But the ocean brim was far aloof, 

A hundred miles or more. 

No murmur of the gusty sea. 

No tumult of the beach. 

However they may foam and fret. 
The bounded sense could reach— 
Methought the trees in mystic tongue 
Were talking each to each ! — 

Mayhap, rehearsing ancient tales 
Of greenwood love or guilt. 

Of whisper’d vows 
Beneath their boughs j 
Or blood obscurely spilt ; 

Or of that near-hand Mansion House 
A Royal Tudor built* 

Perchance, of booty won or shared 
Beneath the starry cope — 

Or where the sukidal wretch 
Hung up the fatal rope ; 

Or Beauty kept an evil tryste, 

Inanared by Love and Hope. 
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Of graves, perchance, untimely scoop'd 
At midnight dark and dank — 

And what is underneath the sod 
* Whereon the grass Is rank — 

Of old intrigues. 

And privy leagues. 

Tradition leaves in blank. 

Of traitor lips that mutter'd plots — 

Of Kin who fought and fell — 

God knows the undiscover'd schemes, 

The arts and acts of Hell, 

Perform’d long generations since, 

If trees had tongues to tell 1 

With war) eyes, and ears alert. 

As one who walks afraid, 

I wander’d down the dappled path 
Of mingled light and shade — 

How sweetly gleam’d that arch of blue 
Beyond the green arcade l 

How cheerly shone the glimpse of Heav’n 
Beyond that verdant aisle ! 

All overarch’d with iofty elms. 

That quench’d the light, the whil* 

As dim and chill 
As serves to fill 
Some old Cathedral oilei 
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And many a gnariecl trunk was there, 
That ages long had stood. 

Till Time had wrought them into shapes 
Like Pan’s fantastic brood ; 

Or still more foul and hideous forms 
That Pagans carve in wood ! 

A crouching Satyr lurking here — 

And there a Goblin grim — 

As staring full of demon life 
As Gothic sculptor's whim — 

A marvel it had scarcely been 
To hear a voice from him ! 

Some whisper from that ho; rid mouth 
Of strange, unearthly tone ; 

Or wild infernal laugh, to chiU 
One’s marrow in the bone. 

But no it grins like rigid Death, 

And silent as a stone ! 

As silent as its fellows be. 

For all is mute with them— 

The branch that climbs the leafy roof— 
The rough and mossy stem — 

The crooked root. 

And tender shoot. 

Where hangs the dewy gem. 
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One mystic T ree alone there is. 

Of sad and solemn sound — 

That sometimes murmurs overhead. 

And sometimes underground— 

In all that shady Avenue, 

Where lofty Elms abound. 

Part II. 

The Scene is changed ! No green Arcade, 
No Trees all ranged a-row — 

But scatter’d like a beaten host, 

Dispersing to and fro j 
With here and there a sylvan corse, 

That fell before the foe. 

The Foe that down in yonder dell 
Pursues his daily toil ; 

As witness many a prostrate trunk, 

Bereft of leafy spoil, 

Hard by its wooden stump, whereon 
The adder loves to coil. 

Alone he works — his ringing blows 
Have banish’d bird and beast ; 

The Hind and Fawn have cantw’d off 
A hundred yards at least; 

And on the maple’s lofty top. 

The linnet’s song has ceased. 
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No eye his labour overlooks. 

Or when lie takes his rest ; 

Except die timid thrush t?iai pcrp» 
Above her secret nest, 

Forbid by love to leave the young 
Beneath her speckled breast. 

The Woodman’s heart is in his work. 
His axe is sharp and goM : 

With sturdy arm and steady aim 
He smites the gaping wood ; 

From distant rocks 
His lusty knocks 
Re-echo many a rood. 

His axe is keen, his arm is strong j 
The muscles sene him well ; 

His years have reach'd an extra 
The number none can tell ; 

But still his lifelong task has been 
The Timber Tree to fell. 

Through Summer’s parching sultriness. 
And Winter's freezing cold. 

From sapling youth 
To virile growth. 

And Age’s rigid mould. 

His energetic axe hath rung 
Within that Forest old. 
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Aloft, upon his poising steel 
The vivid sunbeams glance— 

About his head and round his feet 
The forest shadows dance; 

And bounding from his russet coat 
The acorn drops askance. 

His face is like a Druid’s face. 

With wrinkles furrow’d deep, 

And ta nn’d by scorching suns as brown 
As corn, that’s ripe to reap ; 

But die hair on brow, and cheek, and chi». 
Is white as wool of sheep. 

His frame is like a giant’s frame $ 

His legs are long and staik ; 

His arms like limbs of knotted yew; 

His hands like rugged bark ; 

So he felleth still 
With right good will. 

As if to build an Ark ! 

Oh ! well within Ilis fatal path 
The fearful Tree might quake 

Through every fibre, twig, and leaf, 

With aspen tremor shake ; 

Through trunk and root. 

And branch and shoot, 

A low complaining maJce 1 


o 
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Oh ! well to Him the Tree migftt breathe 
A sad and solemn sound, 

A sigh that murmur’d overhead. 

And groans from underground ; 

As in that shady Avenue 
Where lofty Elms abound ! 

But calm and mute the Maple stands, 

The Plane, tlve Ash, the Fir, 

The Elm, the Beech, the drooping lurch. 
Without the least demur ; 

And e’en the Aspen’s hoary leaf 
Makes no unusual stir. 

The Pines — those old gigantic Pines, 

That writli" — recalling soon 
The famous Human Group that writhes 
With Snakes in wild festoon — 

In ramous wrestlings interlaced 
A Forest Laocoon — 

Like Titans of primeval girth 
By tortures overcome, 

Their brown enoimous limbs tnej twine. 
Bedew’d with tears of gum — 

Fierce agonies that ought to yell. 

But, like the marble, dumb. 
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Nay, yonder blasted Elm that stands ^ 

So like a man of sin. 

Who, fiantic, flings his arms abroad 
To feel tlie Worm within — 

For all that gesture, so intense. 

It makes no sort of din ! 

An universal silence reigns 
In rugged hark or peel. 

Except that very trunk which rings • 

Beneath the biting steel — 

Meanwhile the Woodman plies his axe 
With unrelenting zeal 1 


No rustic song is on his tongue. 

No whistle on his lips ; 

But with a quiet thoughtfulness 
His trusty tool he grips, 

And, stroke on stroke, keeps hacking out 
The bright and flying chips. 

Stroke after stroke, with frequent dint 
He spreads the fatal trash ; 

Till, lo! the remnant fibres rend. 

With harsh and sudden crash. 

And on the dull resounding tuit 
The jarring branches lash 1 
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Oh ! now the Forest Trees may sigh, 

The Ash, the Poplar tall, 

The Elm, the Beech, the drooping Birch, 
The Aspens — one and all, 

With solemn groan 
And hollow moan 
Lament a comrade’s fall ! 

A goodly Elm, of noble girth, 

Thar, thrice the human span — 

While on their variegated course 
The constant Seasons ran — 

Through gale, and hail, and fiery bolt. 
Had stood erect as Man. 

But now, like mortal Man himself. 

Struck down by hand of God, 

Or heathen Idol tumbled prone 
3eneath th’ Eternal’s nod. 

In all its giant bulk and length 
It lies along the sod ! — 

Ay, now the Forest Trees may grieve 
And make a common moan 
Around that patriarchal trunk 
So newly overthrown ; 

And with a murmur recognise 
A doom to be their own / 


THE ELM TREE. 


*5 


The Echo sleeps : die idle axe, y 

A disregarded tool. 

Lies crushing with its passive weight 
The toad's reputed stool — 

The Woodman wipes his dewy brow 
Widiin die shadows cool. 

No Zephyr stirs i the ear may catch 
The smallest insect-hum ; 

But on die disappointed sense 
No mystic whispers come ; 

No tone of sylvan sympadiy, 

The Forest Trees are dumb. 

No leafy noise, nor inward voice. 

No sad and solemn sound. 

That sometimes murmurs overhead. 

And sometimes underground ; 

As ill that shady Avenue, 

Where lofty Elms abound 1 

Part III. 

The deed is done : die Tree Is low 
Tliat stood so long and firm ; 

The Woodman and his axe are gone, 

His toil has found Its term ; 

And where he wrought the speckled Thrush 
Securely hunts die worm. 
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The Cony from the sandy bank 
Has run a rapid race, 

Through thistle, bent, and tangka fern. 
To seek the open space ; 

And on its haunches sits erect 
To clean its furry face. 

The dappled Fawn is close at hand. 

The Hind is browsing near, — 

And on the Larch's lowest bough 
The Ousel whistles clear ; 

But checks the note 
Within its throat, 

As choked with sudden fear! 

With sudden fear her v'ormy quest 
The Thrush abruptly quits — 
Through thistle, bent, and tangled fen* 
The startled Cony hits ; 

And on the Larch’s lowest bough 
No more the Ousel sits. 

With sudden fear 
The dappled Deer 
Effect a swift escape ; 

But well might bolder creatures start. 
And fly, or stand agape, 

With rising hair, and curdled blood. 

To see so grim a Shape ! 
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The very skv turns pale above : 

The earth grows dark beneath ; 
The human Terror thrills with cold 
And draws a shorter breath — 

An universal panic owns 

The dread approach of Death l 

With silent pace, as shadows come. 
And dark as shadows bt*, 

The grisly Phantom takes his stand 
Beside the fallen Tree, 

And scans it with his gloomy eyes, 
And laughs with horrid glee — 

A dreary laugh and desolate. 

Where mirth is void and null. 

As hollow as its echo sounds 
Within the hollow skull — 

“ Whoev.cr laid this tree along. 

His hatchet was not dull 1 

“The human arm and human tool 
Have done their duty well 1 
But after sound of ringing axe 
Must sound the ringing knell; 
When Elm or Oak 
Have felt the stroke. 

My turn it is to fell l 
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" No passive unregarded tree, 

A senseless thing of wood, 

Wherein the sluggish sap ascends 
To swell the vernal bud — 

But conscious, moving, breathing trunks 
That throb with living blood ! 


“ No forest Afonarch yearly clad 
In mantle green or brown ; 

That unrecorded lives, and falls 
By hand of rustic clown — 

But Kings who don the purple robe. 
And wear the je well’d crown. 


"Ah! little recks the Royal mind. 
Within his Banquet Hall, 

While tapers shine and Music bieatnes 
And Beauty leads the Ball, — 

He little revks the oaken plank 
Shall be his palace wall ! 


•* Ah. little dreams the haughty Peer, 
The while his Falcon flics — 

Or on the blood-bedabbled turf 
The antler’ d quarry dies — 

That in his own ancestral Park 
The narrow dwelling lies! 
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“ But haughty Peer and mighty King 
One doom shall overwhelm ! 

The oaken cell 
Shall lodge him well 
Whose sceptre ruled a realm- 
while he, who never knew a home. 
Shall find it in the Elm 1 


44 The tatter’d, lean, dejected wretch. 
Who begs from door to door. 

And dies within the cressy aitch. 

Or on the barren moor. 

The friendly Elm shall lodge and clothe 
That houseless man and poor ! 

44 Yea, this recumbent rugged trunk. 
That lies so long and prone. 

With many a fallen acorn-cup. 

And mast, and firry cone— 

This rugged trunk shall hoxu its share 
Of mortal flesh and bone i 

44 A Miser hoarding heaps of gold, 

But pale with agiu'-fea r s— 

A Wife lamenting love’s decay, 

With secret cruel tears. 

Distilling bitter, bitter drops 
From sweets of rormer years— 
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w A Man within whose gloomy mind 
Offence had deeply sunk. 

Who out of fierce Revenge's cup 
Hath madly, daikly drunk — 

Grief, Avarice, and Hate shall sleep 
Within this very trunk ! 

** This massy trunk that lies along. 

And many more must fall — 

For the very knave 
Who digs the grave. 

The man who spreads the pall, 

And he who tolls the funeral hell. 

The Elm shall have them all ! 

“The tall abounding Elm that grows 
In hedgcrov r s up and down ; 

In field and Orest, copse and park. 

And in the peopled town. 

With colonies of noisy rooks 
That nestle on its crown. 

« And well th* abounding Elm may grow 
In field and hedge so rife. 

In forest, copse, and wooded park. 

And ’mid the city’s strife. 

For, evr *<7 hour tbit passes by 
Shall end g human life 1” 
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The Phantom ends : the shade is gone ; 

The sky is clear and blight ; 

On turf, and moss, and fallen Tree, 
Thcie glows a ruddy light ; 

And bounding through the golden fern 
The Rabbit comes to bite. 


The Thrush’s mate beside her sits 
And pipes a merry lay ; 

The Dove is in the evergreens ; 

And on the Larch’s spray 
The Fly-bird flutters up and down. 
To catch its tiny prey. 


The gentle Hind and dappled Fawn 
Are coming up the glade ; 

Each harmless furr’d and feather’d thing 
Is glad, and not afraid — 

But on my sadden’d spirit still 
The Shadow leaves a shade. 

A secret, vague, prophetic gloom. 

As though by certain mark 
I knew the fore-appointed Tree, 

Within whose rugged bark 
This warm and living frame shail find 
Its narrow house hud daik. 
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That mystic Tree which breathed to me 
A sad and solemn sound. 

That sometimes murmur’d overhead, 
And sometimes underground ; 

W ithin that shady Avenue 
Where lofty Elms abound. 


THE MARY. 

A SEA- SIDE SKETCH. 

Lov’eT thou not, Alice, with the early tide 
To 8ee the hardy Fisher hoist his mast, 

And stretch his sail towards the or -an wide, — 
Like God’s own beadsman going forth to cast 
His net into the deep, whLh doth provide 
Enormous bounties, hidden in its vast 
Bosom like Chanty's, for all who seek 
And take its gracious boon thankful and meek f 

The sea is bright with morning, — but the dark 
Seems still to linger on his broad black sail, 

For it is early hoisted, like a mark 
For the low sun to shoot at with his pale 
And ievel beams : All round the shadowy bark 
The green wave glimmers, and the gentle gale 
Swells In her canvas, till the waters show 
The keel's newspeed, and whiten atthe bow. 
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Then look abaft — (for thou canst understand 
That pnrase) — and there lie sitteth at the stern, 
Grasping tne tiller in his broad brown hand. 
The hardy Fisherman. Thou may’st discern 
Ten fathoms oif the wrinkles in the tann’d 
And honest countenance that he will turn 
To look upon us, with a quiet gaze — 

As we are passing on our several ways. 


So, some ten days ago, on such a mom. 

The Mary, like a seamew, sought her spoil 
Amongst the finny race : 'twas when the corn 
Woo’d the sharp sickle, and the golden toil 
Summon’d all rustic hands to fill the horn 
Of Ceres to the brim, that brave turmoil 
Was at the prime, and Woodgate went to reap 
His harvest too, upon the broad blue deep. 


His mast was up, his anchor heaved aboard, 

His mainsail stretching in the first gray gleams 
Of morning, for the wind. Ben’s eye was stored 
With fishes — fishes swam in all his dreams. 

And ail the goodly east seem'd but a hoard 
Of silvery fishes, that in shoals and streams 
Groped into the deep dusk that fill’d the sky, 

For him to catch in meshes of his eye. 
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For Ben had the true sailor's sanguine heart. 

And saw the future with a boy’s brave thought, 

No doubts nor faint misgivings had a part 
In his bright visions — ay, before he caught 
His fish, he sold them in the scaly mart. 

And summ’d the net proceeds. This should have 
brought 

Despair upon him when his hopes were foil’d. 

But though one crop was marrid, again he toil’d 

And sow’d his seed afresh. — Many foul blights 
Perish’d his hardwon gains — yet he had plann’d 
No schemes of too extravagant delights — 

No goodly houses on the Goodwin sand — 

But a small humble home, and loving nights. 

Such as his honest heart and earnest hand 
flight fairly purchase. Were these hopes too airy ? 
Such as they were, they rested on thee, Mary. 

She was the prize of many a toilsome year. 

And hardwon wages, on the perilous sea — 

Of savings ever since the shipboy’s tear 

Was shed for home, that lay beyond the lee 

She was purveyor for his other dear 

Mary, and for the infant yet to be 

Fruit of their married loves. These made him dote 

Upon die homely beauties of his boat. 
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Whose pitch black hull roll’d darkly on the wavet 
No gayer than one single stripe of blue 
Could make her swarthy sides. She seem’d a slave, 
A negro among boats — that only knew 
Hardship and rugged toil — no pennons brave 
Flaunted upon the mast — but oft a few 
Dark dripping jackets flutter’d to the air. 

Ensigns of hardihood and toilsome care. 


And when she ventured for tlie deep, she spread 
A tawny^ail against the sunbright sky, 

Dark as a cloud that journeys overhead — 

But then those tawny wings were stretch’d to fly 
Across the wide sea desert for the bread 
Of babes and mothers — many an anxious eye 
Dwelt on her course, and many a fervent pray’r 
Invoked the heavens to protect and spare. 

Where is she now ? The secrets of the deep 
Are dark and hidden from the human ken ; 

Only the sea-bird saw the surges sweep 
Over the bark of the devoted Ben,— 

Meanwhile a widow sobs and orphans weep, 

And sighs are heard from weatherbeaten men, 
Dark sunburnt men, uncouth and rude and hairy. 
While loungers idly ask, " Where is the Mary ? ” 


{ 1 

THE SEASON. 

Summer’s gone and over! P - 
Fogs are filing down; 

And with russet tinges 
Autumn’s doing brown. 

Boughs are daily rifled 
By the gusty thieves. 

And the Book of Nature * 
Getteth short ot leaves. 

Round the tops of houses. 
Swallows, as they hit. 

Give, like yearly tenants, 
Notices to quit. 

Skies) of fickle temper. 

Weep by turns, and liugu** 

Night and Bay together 
Taking half -ana-naif, 

So September endeth— 

Cold, and most perverse— 

But the Meath that fallows, 
Sure will pinch us worse. 
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A 6P/u)i' ! a rake! n hoe 1 
A plrkj>> , nr a 1.5 [I 1 
A hook to Ji.ij*, m .t v-y^tii ro mow, 

A flail, or v;h.st ye at. j J 1 — ^ 

And ha*. \ a n a. |y hami 

To ply ,( 'r oe» i’!ui ion!, 

And sk.dYi ‘‘l.ouai., h\ )•■ ^.rins iOU«.h, 

In jf -ia r . ii* o yi.ii >t'JiOf'i. 

To 1 »* dev or Mi;; tl’o .hid* 

To lop ot It il :nr r t . 

To lay the -v, •.roe *■ t rdnv *:cM- 
Oj pi v e.i h “ 1 . ka , 

Thi lur\ l - ■ tat k 10 hit,.!. 

The Vvlit.iti'i iicK to rhaHi, 

Ami netn } .0 in n»y pouch to find 
Tile 1 oj the match. 

To a flaming ham or hum 
My fancies’ nova : 0 : 1 m , 

The fire I yearn to khidk am! burn 
It on the* health of Hoim •„ 

Where children hiiddl * trmieli 
Through dark long a\ nti v ■'ay*', 

Where striving duMm; iut.hlk and croueh. 

To see the dveiinl r..v 


il 
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A-glowing on the haggard cheek. 

And not in the haggard’*, blaze ! 

To Him who sends a drought 
To parch the fields fo.lorn. 

The rain to flood the meadows with mad. 
The blight to Mast the corn, 

To Him I leave to guide 

The holt in its ciookorl path, 

To strike the miser's rick, and show 
The skies blood red with wrath. 

A spade • a i ake 1 a h jc ! 

A pickaxe, or a bill * 

A ho A to leap, or a scythe to .now, 

A flail, or wha‘ ye will- - 
Tiic o M‘i: to litiadt, o r Jj. bedg • to plash. 
The in«iket-ti.»*ii to ; ve f 
Oi mend the fine*, hy ine ^ovei side. 

And leave th» g-me alive. 

Ay, only give me work, 

And tin n you need not fear 
That 1 shall snare l.h Wo? ship’s hare. 

Or kill Ins Otacv’- deer; 

Break into his lordship's house. 

To steal the plate ncli ; 

Or leave the yeoman that bad a purse 
To welter in j ditch. 
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Wherever Nature needs, 

Wherever labour tails, 

No job HI .shirk of die hardest work. 

To shun the workhouse wall*; 

Where savage laws begrudge 
The pauper lube its bieath. 

And doom a wile {•' ,i v\id<nv\ iift\ 
Before her paunei& death. 


My only claim is thi< 

With labour .>tiii\md stark, 

By lawful turn, mj living to earn. 
Between tlje iiy hi ,m.i daik; 

ATy daiiy hit d, and nightly bed, 

My bacon, and c’mp id beei — 

But all from the hand lit it holds the land 
And none horn the overseer 1 

No parish money, tu loaf, 

No pauper badges lot me, 

A son of the soil, hy light ol toil 
Entitled to my fee. 

No alms I ask, give me my ta k . 

Here are the arm, the leg, 

The strength, the shows of a Man, 

■ To work, and not to bea. 
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Still one of Adam’s heirs. 

Though doom’d by chance of birth 
To chess so mean, and to cat the* lean 
Tn'-tead erf the fat of the caith ; 

To make c uch humble meals 
As honest labour can, 

A bone and a ermt. with a glare to Cod 
And iitth; thank 1 ; to man i 


A spade * a rakv ! a ho* * 

A pickaxe, or a hill ' 

A hook t'» nap, or a Tyrhe to mov. 

A flail, o? \vb it ye will-- 
Whatcwi the rool to ply, 

Here i*- a willing d;r\lg , 

With muscle and Ihnh. a* d woe to him 
Who doeo tht it pay big lodge! 

Who every weekly scou* 

Docks labour s liule mite. 

Bestows on the poor at the temple door, 
But rohbM them over night. 

The very shilling he hoped to save. 

As health and morals fail. 

Shall vi-.it me in the New Bastille, 

The Spitul, or the Gaol! 
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Wrm fingers weai y and wot u. 

With eyelid 0 heavy arul red, 

A woman sat, in unworn -ruy ! igs, 
Plying hot medio and tin cad — 

Stitch 1 Mitch! sth'h 1 
In poverty, hinge,, -no dirt 

And ^t i H w‘:n a id dolojous j.it< ! 

She sang the •• oong of th : ShliL” 

**Wo r ki work! work! 

While the cock is i mwing *ih< >i ' 

And wo: k -work— -voi! , 

TiM the ataivA.im tluongh tin too!! 

It’s Oh! to '.a a .hue 

Along with the ha-kurus Tutk, 
When, woman has lti-vi i a sou! to -ive, 

If this Is C’hiTtljn woik 1 

<* Work — -woi h — w ork 
Till the btain begins to swim; 

Work — work — woi k 
Till the eye's are heavy and diir. ! 

'Seam, and gusset, and I' md. 

Band, and gusset, and 
Till over the buttons l full ad ‘i;>. 

And sev. T them on in n dt< am * 



THE SONG OF THE SHIRT* 


u Oh, Men, with Sisters dear! 

Oh, Men, with Mothers and Wives! 
It is not linen youhc wearing out, 

Bur human creatures* lives \ 

Stitch — stitch — stitch, 

In poverty, hunger am! dirt, 

Sewing at once, with a double thread, 
A Shroud as well as a Shirt. 


“But why do I talk of Heath ? 

That Phanior.i of gi v Jv hone, 

I har H) fear his tcnihk shape, 

It seem- so like tny own — 

It Ferris like my own, 
lie* v use oi tie* ta r £s I he* p * 

Oh, God! that bi'-v! *.ho* !d he so dear. 
And flesh anti Mood s , cheap 1 


u Work — work — work 1 
My labour never flags ; 

And what are its wages? A bed of straw, 
A crust of b lead — and rags. 

That shatter’d i oof —and this naked floor— 
A table — a broken chair — 

And a wall so blank, my shadow I thank 
For sometimes falling there h 
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** Work — work — work ! 1 

‘ \;i , s 

;' " Prom weary chime to chime, 

, ' Work — -work — work — 

As prisoners woik for crime 1 
Band, and gusset, and seam, 

Seam, and gusset, and hand. 

Till the heart is sick, and tlv brain benumb’d. 

As well as the wetny hand. 


“ Work — woi k-- work, 

In the dall December light. 

And woi k — vvosk - work. 

When the wiu f liei i" w.»nr, and nimht- 
Whiie underneath the 

The blooding swall-nvs cling 
As if to show me their sunny back' 

And twit me with the spring. 


“ Oh ! hut to breathe the breath 
, Of the cowslip and primrose sweet— 
With the .sky above my head. 
And the grass beneath my feet, 

For only one short hour 
To fed as I used to feel, 
t . Before I knew the wots of want 
- And the walk that costs a meal ! 


' *<•*'■ th£"laih*8 bream.'' > 

■’<C ' ' • 

V* ... ■ 

j v „V ' "Oh! but for one short hour! 

'v ^,v A respite howevei hriei ! 

!< V No blessed leisure ioi Love 01 Hope, 

’ ’ But only time for tl.k'H 

y- - A little weeping would ease my heaif. 

But in tlu-ir bii"} In d 
My t'Mrs mu-t sfop, f>: rvt*y dmp 
Hinders needle and ibse ;d 

With hiij'iis we. .y ..i* w<»’ n. 

With eyelids heavy and iej. 

A woman s.if m . « wnnir-'y *,«' , 

Plyln*, iter », i j 1 r d . hr.vd - 

Stio i 1 ‘ 1 > >i ’ no i . 1 

III J) 0 \'( 1 ’ v . Le'V- ’ , Ul ' ,?!*'{, 

And rtiil i\> ’■ » \r ; o' !< ,,> u . ,>irch, — 

I Would i'j i* ;i . ok. mold ti h lue Rich' 

She *.eng rlii. •‘S-nie , )l f tn .’diirt 


THE LALT. 


Ti.i! lady lay in her V*d, 

Iler couch m w.mn and soft. 

But Ihj- sleep was ii^-ess and broken still ; 

Fo: turning often and oft 
From *ide to side, sue mutter’d and moan’d. 
And toss’ d her arms aloft. 


Mm 


■J'VTHB LADTS DREAM* ' 3 

she Startled up, 

/ -And gazed on the vacant air, 

: xm a look of awe, as if sl*_ saw 
^ Some dreadful phantom time--- 

then in the pillow she bme-d hei far-* 

From visions ill to beat. 

The \ery curtain ‘■hook. 

Her lerto* w.e. so < \tr< in- ; 

And the i*ght that sell on the h.oider’u cpiilt 
Kept a tremulous gleam : 

And her voice was hollow, arid diool a^ sin- v f if cl 
“Oh me! tliat awin) ihvam 1 

“That weary, we; >y \v dk. 

In the churchyard' > dismal ground! 

And those horrible things w.rh •dudy wuigs. 

That came and flitted louud, — 

Death, death, and norhing n it ith. 

In every sight and sound * 

M And oh ! those maidens young, 
v,.Who wrought in that dieary room. 

With figures drooping and 1 peclres thin, 
f '*■ And cheeks without a bloom ; 

4-hd the Voice that cried, ‘ Foi the pomp of pride, 
", • We haste to an early tomb ! 



THE LADY S DREAMi 


o5 

“ * For the pomp and pleasure of Pride, 
We toil like Afric slaves. 

And only to earn a home at last. 

Where yonder cypress waves;’ — 

And then they pointed — I never saw 
A ground so full of graves ! 


"And still the coffins came. 

With thcii sorrowful mins and slow; 
Coffin after coffin still, 

A sad and sickening show; 

From grief exempt, I no/ei hud dreamt 
Of such a World of \\'o f ? 


“ Of the In utr.> t; at daily break. 

Of Mv- 1 t, oti rh.:t Jiou! iv f.dl, 

Of the riuiiy, mar y trr. ff.lt uj life, 

That gjh ve thin tarthly hall — 

Disease and Hunger, and l\d and Want, 
But now [ dreamt of ' !n m all ! 


"For the blind and the cripple were there. 
And the babe that pined for bread. 

And the houseless man, and the widow poor 
Who begged — to huty the dead ; 

The naked, alas, rhatl might have clad. 

The famish'd I might have fed! 




■■ 

■" THE ladt’s dream. 

^TJ»e sorrow I might hare sooth’d, 
v”" And the unregarded tears ; 

‘ For mUny a thronging shape was there. 
From long forgotten ye, us, 

Ay, even the poor rejected Muo:. 

Who raised my childish feats! 




- “Each pleading look, that long ng<> 

. I scann’d vvilh ! luedltss eye. 

Each face wa i> gnrin; . 1 - j lainly tli* , u. 

A? w hen I p «‘,-,’d it by : 

Wot. woi- lor rn** il the pa*-? shoe. id be 
Thus present when I die ! 

“No nied of snlpkuuuis lake. 

No need of h> ty coal, 

But only that uowd of human hit id 
Who wanted pity and dole — 

In everlasting retio-'pect — 

Will wring my sinful ‘■oui! 


j “Alas! I have walk’d through lile 
{ ;fi : tv Too heedless wheie 1 trod ; 

Nay, helping to trample my fellow won 
a- And fill the burial sod — 

Forgetting that even the spanuiv f.dU 

'‘WZJ* umnar k*d °f ^ io d ! 




THE LADY S DREAM. 


, v fl drank flu* liclust di might*; 

And ate whatever L good — 

Fish, and flesh, and fowl, and fiuir, 
Supplit-J my hungry uwud; 

But 1 never ivnu min i\] flu wi'*tchi*d one* 
That MJtve foi want of !ood f 

'•I tlrt*"''d '>*j tl-n noble .lu^, 

In doth of .-alvei and .'•/•id. 

With silk, and s.»t>n, an ] oo-.j jy furs, 

III many an enijw *• •]«! . 

But I never u;ik ini-i iM in rude l unb 
That fi o/ . \\'i* l> v/ii.ti r s r< >Id. 

“The woun i might h.m h* ' 

Tht hiiinr.i, soirmv ,■* d s.:< u* ‘ 

And yet i; nivei y.as i*. -ny -*ud 
To play so ill a peit ■ 

But evil r' wionght by war^ of 1 ’bought, 
A i well .'a want of Ik art'” 

Shf clasp'd Inr iervenr hands. 

And the tears hi gun *<> stuam; 

Large, anti bitter, and tb<-y fell. 
Remorse wa e so extreme : 

And y-.t, o!i y« r t, dm many a Dame 
Would drc«in the Lady's Dream! 



SONNET. 


r 


■ ThjtNk, swe etas*, if my livTs an* not now wet, 

■ The tetuJerest tears ii. ! i :u’y at i!»< I •: hn. 

To see thin*' own dear eyes —■ so (mL an. I di*n,- 
Touching my soul -will, lull .mo iwud regret. 

For on thy cum my aif' whole can.' i-. s»'t; 
Seeing 1 lo* « tS». win* ri‘'.n>u r v.hini. 
Whose smnr.'e- Jan.. hat wj f h the life's r:im. 


Which one lir jt Jim*- Oil; i>i 1 1 ■*’. ,'f'fl h.^ct, - 
Ah, no ! I chose the* h>> nlft ■ t'on\ ; j - 
For unworn lovi, and io«' ran* f ' «■ - i i 
To smile Tmt to iisy sen k ~ >,\ eke to in » 
When thou ai* - iirtKil-- -iMthor than : »-> smj 
Ehewlier*-. Al.is ! I on-dit to .001 in* a>.d hi"s 
Thy dear pak check while i ensure thee tins J 


,r >: a 




A PARTHIAN GLANCE. 


. v 
£V 

fe- 


'A Come, my Crony, ler think upon f ir~away day.. 


fyv And lift up u little Ohh*. ion\ \etl ■ 

^■PLet’s consider the past with a hn^erinj; <>.ue. 

Lake a peacock whose eyes are inclined to his tail 




|P" ,: ■■ v *-™™'» -Sfs^S 

& rCt" A? ’ COme ' let us turn our attention behind, %\$M l 

r :■ : Like *»* «w« he** are w h , falv ■;<- ^ 5 

f ; " , tflc ' r caonot kre P “P with the march of the nSnd.,r'S j 

^ ntl so turn face about fm reviewing the rear. "'■'} | 

, .. Looking over Time’s cru,.,.er and over his tail, ’'ff H 

? 0h ’ wil!l ' “S'* and P a i!« ther e are -o revise ! - ’ '■* 

■ And as fetther our back-searching glance, prevail, ^ : '% 

Jke the emmet-, “ how little we ate in our eyes!” 

Wliat a tweet pretty innocent. Ii 1U-.1-J .u d long, . /■ 

On a dimity lap of tr ue nurserc make ! ^ : • 

I can fancy I hear tire r !<l |„]!;,L ; song ‘ I 

. That was meant to ...mpn* me, b„t hep, „«• awake. • ■ J ' 

Methmks I still s a/ibr th, infantire thr 
When my Ik h was a cushion for . ph _ *’ 

! W,1,t th,, >' ™y 'wdy trr son I WOt , . ' 

■ 0i ‘ ! h0W ,: ’* k "** *«« • th. r tv re driving them in! ’’ . 

■ Infant sorrows are strong- ini.,,,, as wcak __ V 

' ® ut no griefwv.s allow'd to indulge in its note; 4. Wf' 
Old you ever attempt a small •• bubble and squeak ’’ V - 
Through tire Dalby’s C’arnriua.rve down in 'your - V /' 
throat? ? -.ti,, 

^ fa 

■ Dld *» up to the roof with a bounce ? ’ ' ]>!. § 

niM r “. Wr “ me down to thl ' floor with the same? .,‘01 fti 

«H C .T t ' JUt a " KV Wi,Jl l '° t!l end,i ' and pronounce & 

, Cd<si or fails. With a child, an unpkasantish game# "v^| || 


, ' 1 fv’, $ 

.fgl & 
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A PARTHIAN GLANCE. 


its 


• / 'With a smooth Sunday face for a mother’s delight; / 
$Sf!*F should weeks have an end ? — I am sure there was 
fa' : _ need 

: . Of a Sabbath, co follow rarh Saturday- night. 


l ahutchin — I see myself urchin indeed — 


Was your face ever s^nl ro the hoiwimid to setuh ? 

Have you ever fdt buck ;back soften'd with sand ? 
Had you ever your nose tovvellM up to a snub, 

Arid your eyes knuckled out with the luck <d the hand i 


Then a scl>uol-h>v - my tailor »\j\ nothing in fault. 
For an urdim will gu»\v to .. h:d by dfgru v-- 
But how well 1 rcmcmhii riuU *■ p, pj..j-- 3 u 1 ..d'" 
That was down to tlie elbows, and o.i to the knees*! 


What a figure it cut when as Nona! I spoke ! 

With a lanky right leg duly planted before; 

Whilst I told of the chief that was- kill'd by my stioke, 
And extended my aims as L( the aims that he woie!” 

yE^eatt a Lover — Oh ! say, wete you ever in love ! 

' With a lady too cold — and your bosom too hot ? 

Have you bow’d to a .shoe-tie, and knelt to a glove, 
y like a beau that Jesiled to be tied in a knot ? 

‘ With the Bride all in white, and your body in blue, 

; y :X>id you walk up the able- the genteeiesl of men? 

[ When I think of that beautiful s i -ion anew, 

m'.V 

ytf,phJ I seem but the biffin of wh„.t I was then! 


| ^ ' A TOAST* ' * ^ || | 

J; ![4'- 1 lim wither’d and worn by a premature care, ', f 

y Xl \ And wrinkles confess die dec lint* of my days ; > | 

f \l Old 'lime’s busy hand has made free with my hair, 
f - , , And I’m seeking to liide it — by writing for bays! -j V 

? ; ' ‘ “i'Sl 


A TOAST, 


| Com? ! a health ! and if'* not to or ‘.lighted with sips* 

A cold puke, u a \ ii-i s;yi e-- 
^ , All the blood in ’m, t unn- U lush to my lips, 
l , To comnumde it-> flow with tin win-*. 

Bring a cup ot L >\ ijit-tam! .ilk.- :v.m* T — 

But a lk"i»‘ aijinpie in It< shaj ; 

And the Juwf, — lor it he 'he m- iaey uini rare. 

All the Lioom, with a /«. , o> rise giapo ! 

. * Even fiich is the love I wouU v e hrate now, * ; 

At once young, .nul matim, and in prime, — ' '* 

Like the tree oi the mange. rlv.it -hows on its hough v- 
1 The bud, blo-sum and holt at on», time! , > 


Then with thm-, as i- due, let tlie honours he paid, . I 

Whii.-L 1 give with my hand, h- ait, and head, \ 

u Here’s to her, the fond mother, d^ar partner, kind JrtSC^lfSFS I 
Who fust taught me to love, woo, and wed!” ' 




f -7c:-' •• 

i THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 


gP'V;' — 

Pabt h 

dreams we have are nothing else but dre 

, Unnatural, and full of contnulif tiims : 

& Y -' 1 r 1 

ivV-sYet other? of gu v n.o^t romantic schemes 
something more than fit: ions. 

• 

might be only on ew banted ground ; 

* It might be merely by .1 thought’? espansion ; 
in the spit it or the fits!), I I ound 
f L ] An old deserted Mansion. 

,j, residence for woman, child, and man, 

-‘A dwelling place, — and yet no habitation ; 

’V- A House,— but under some prodigious ban 
' Of Excommunication. 


Unhinged tiie iron gated half open hung, 
farc’d by the gusty gales of many winters, 
from its crumbled pedestal haJ flung 
■ One marble globe in splinters 

I V»$? * o ,$ 

dog was at the threshold, great or small : 
V:'i8o pigeon on the roof — no household creature - 


demurely dozing on tJie wail — 
domestic feature. 



''X ■ 


THE HAUNTED 'HOVmiV^p? 


".■ . No human figure stirr’d, to go or come. 

No face look’d forth from shut or open cascmetii } 
$ No chimney smoked— there was no sign of Horn* 
From parapet to basement. 


With shatter’d paries the grue\ court was starv'd} 
The time-worn coping-stone h.»d tumbled after! 
And thi o’ the ragged rooi the sky shone, burr’d 
With naked hi am mid rainr. 


O’ei all there hur.g a shadow an i j hvu : 

A sense of iro,sti ly f *.» * smiled, 

And said, as plain .1 . uduq.oi In the ear, 

The place i ■» H irnred ! 

The flovvh g:*w uiid and r.nhly • ». ed, 
Roses with thi lies sMigg.l d 10 t'.phi-, 

And vagran* plant. •»( ,.a‘iw bleed 
Had ovcigiov 1 1 the T .<hd. 

But gay or ploomy, ste.u'I.isr ci infirm. 

No heart was that to heid the 1 mm g duration; 
All times end tide 1 . \v< 11* Ir^t in one long term 
Of stagnant de-id lti-m. 

The v/ren had built within the Poich, she found 
Jts quiet loneliness so sure and llioiough; 

And on the lawn, — within its turfy mound,— 
The rabbit made his burrow. 





E st'kd house. ! 

, that flitted thro’ ^ 

frisk’d, and sat, and vanished' 
if he kiu w 


t ; r ^The wary crow, — the* pheasant trom the woods — - 
U" : Lull’d by the still and evnh ring sameness, 

A;- dose to the mansion, like ti'-mWlf broods, 

Y'JSfed with a « shocking t. , mcn.'is. v 


* ;'v‘ .The coot was w\i i."vn/ in < li»_ r< edy pond, 
r , ’Beside the wafer-hen, vs vion athighrec' ; 

f ' ’ , Anil in the weedy moat the heivo, nam 
v , ' Of solitude, aligh 

5 The moping he ion mc tm.ii'v. an! stilt, 

' That on a stone, a 1 * sjhntly and stilly, 

( ' i( Stood, an app.rert sentinel, ;»> H 
; / ‘To guard the water- lily, 

j 1 , „ Kq sound was heard except, from fir away, 
i - The ringing of the witwall'? duilly laughter, 

' f&VisDr, now atid then, the clutter of the jay, 

■ W^l’That Echo murmur’d after. 

■ 

• -f , - 

' Echo never moikYi iht hr man tongn?; 

» weighty crime, that I lean n could n it pardon* 

.secret curse on that old Building hung 
j deserted Garden. 



THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 

"■ „The beds were all untouch’d by hand or tool ; ■ * t,] 

: No footstep marked the damp and mossy gravel, 

■ Each walk as green as is the mantled pool, 

, , For want of human travi 1. 

The vine unpruned, and the neglected peach, \ 

Droop’d from die wall with which they used to grapple 
And on the hanker’d tree, in easy reach. 

Rotted the golden apple. 

But awfully the truant slmnn'd the viound. 

The vagrant kept aloof, and duiiii*' IVuher, 

In spite of gaps that thr'*’ {‘a fence 4- round 
■ Invited the cnc r o.n'l«er. 


For over all then hung a < loud of f» ,n\ 

A sens* 4 of mystery the spit it daunted. 

And said, as plain uk whisp»j hi il." ear. 

The jjJ.icl is Haunted 1 

The pear and quince lay squander’d on the grass ; 
The mould was purple with unheeded showers 
Of bloomy plums — a Wilderness it was 
Of fruits, and wvede, and llnweid 

The marigold amidst the nettles blew. 

The gourd embraced the rose bush in its ramble, 
The thistle and tie* stock together grew. 


fc~~- 



t 






'%fe HAUNTED HOUSE/ 1 “ ' * 

S /^^’b^r^bine with the lilac interlaced, 

sturdy bur-dock choked its slender neighbour. 
Spicy pink. All tokens were effaced 
%jy Of human care and labour. 

yp.1 

,// The very yew Formality Jnd tr lin'd 
! f "*■ To such a rigid pyramid.d Mature, 

- For want oi tiimmmp l ad almost loom’d 
./The raggedness of nut M'«\ 




■ Tile* Fountain was a-J -y — ntglet t and time 
‘ Had marr'd the woik of artisan ;.nJ mason, 

' And efts aud cioaking frog*, begot t /1 slhiu, 
r 'Sprawl’d in the runfd ba-on. 


„„ * The Statue, fallen from its rn 11 Me base, 

' / ' Amidst the r< fuse leases, and lieihage rotten. 
Lay like the Idol of some by-gone race. 

Its name arid rites forgotten, 

’ On ev’ry side the aspect wa> the same, 

< * .: All ruin’d, desolate, fen lorn and savage : 

•* , 0 
Jp.j No hand or foot within tin* pieeinct came 

rectify or ravage. 

j^h.f&ir over all there hung a cloud of fear, 

JA sense of mystery the spirit daunlt d, 
ty^And said, as plain as whisper in the eat, 

The' place is Haunted I 

fev; 


THE HAUNTED IXO^TSB. 




PiiTvT II. 

0, Very yloutny is the llone r»l Woe, 

Where tears .Me falling while ’hel. !i is knelling. 
With ,iii the Jail' solemn! lu - vihiHi show 
That Death is in the dwelling. 

O very, very dreary i-. the •, ,,r.m 

Where Love, domes* h I ovi i.-* iV.ne< • n, sties, 

But, smitten by the ^ emia.' * i. hi oj Jaom, 

The Coq>se le s on ti> ■ rs “lit s i 

But House oi Wo. . and huis* , .mJ • ih’f n it, 
'The nanmv home ol tie J* ] ,uf J mortal 
Ne’er look'd -.o pioomy eL it C r^tly Hail, 
With its iL e ’fed poit.d 

The centipede :.'on«' the thn. -.hold crept. 

The cobweb hium ..cross hi nuiy taMfde, 

And in its Vvindi sheer the la.i-omt slejit. 

At every nook and an'*L. 

The ke y hole lodged il.e umw!^ and her brood, 

Th e enmv ts of iJu: step'! h.id old possesion. 

And marched in seam h of tlieir diurnal food 
In undisturbed pi ocession. 




V' ,w 'THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 

tf^A'taaitistarbM as die prehensile cell 

IRflth or maggot. or ihe spider*-. tissue, 
never foot upon that threshold fi ll, 

^nter or ro issue. 

* i.” c . ' 

l' j ,0*er all there him# the shadow of a ie.o, 

''%* A sense of mysLey the .>{.n»r daunted, 

■' t And said, as plain as win .}> i in the ias. 

; The place is l la or. tv ' 1 

Howbelt, the door I \ a-b\l — ■ n so * unum <1 - 
' Which slowly, slowly gji*. a,- - ?!>. IE’;; ■, cieuk 
With such a rusty «'loqiui'o- # ir - "r.-d 
That lime himself was ■„ ed ne. 

■ ' .But Time was dumb widen nut Mansion old, 

: Or left his tJi to ih, h* iji.lie b.'t.mei-., 

,* , That hung from the coimded w.dK srd fold 
Of former men and manners ■ — 

\* * 

-1/ l 1 

; Those tatter'd flags, ths*t with the open'd door, 

, , ,v Seetr/d the old wave of battle to remember, 

^ While fallen it agments danced upon the flexor, 

vS dead leaves in DeCensh^r. 

>#X" . 

ot^The startled bats flew out. — bed after binl. 
The screech-owl overhead began v* flutter, 
d seemed to mock the rry that she had heard 
victim utter f 


THE HAUNTED HOUSE* 




A shriek that echo'd from the joisted roof, 

And up the stair, and further still and further. 
Till in some ringing chamber far aloof 
It ceased its tale of murther ! 

Meanwhile the rusty armour rattled round, 

The banner shudder'd, and the tagged streamer $ 
All thing* the horrid tenor of the sound 
Acknowledged w‘th a tientor. 

The antlers, where tin helmet hung, and h>. It, 
Stirr’d as the tempest ,-f'rs th._ l tu^i branches, 

Or as the stag had tsembted when in. felt 
The blood-Iv iiu 1 .it h 1-. luinch* s. 

The window jug* K! ; u rnimhkd friuiie. 

And thro 1 it, nni.y g*p, of ih ,p jru:ion 
Doloroir moans and hollow rig] fugs came, ' 
Like those of dissolutv n. 


The wood-loust dropped, and rolled into a ball. 
Touch'd bv some impulse oiralt or mechanic : 
And nameless beetles ran along the wall 
In universal panic. 

The subtle spider thit from overhead 
Hung like a spy on human guilt and error, 
Suddenly turn’d and up its slender thread 
r Ran with a nimble terror. 


ysSm 


-"THE HAUNTED HOUSE, 
stains and fractures on the walif 

3-uAy »■ >, * 

Ajsstuning features solemn and teriiftc. 
Hinted some Tragedy of that old Hall, 
up in hieroglyphic. 




v,, Some tale that might, perch-nice, have solved the doubt, 
v Wherefore amongst thon* flags so dull u:J livid, 

, The banner of the Blooijv Hanu shone out 
' So ominously vi\id. 


Some key to that imenitj.lo uppi ..I, 

, Winch made the vt ry fiame of Na*me <iuiver; 
And ever}** thrilling iieivc and him- feci 
So ague-like a shivet. 


^ For over aU there hung a tdond of fear, 
f : A sense of mystery the spiut daunted ; 

And said, as plain as wliispei in the ear, 

. ' The place is Haunted ! 

If but a rat had ling'*i\l in the house. 

To lure tlie thought intc> a social channel! 
ii But not a rat remain'd, or tiny mouse. 

To squeak behind the panel. 

, Huge drops roll’d down the walls, as if they wept; 
[ j$l, And where the cricket used to chirp so sntilly, 

£'$V, The toad was squatting, and the lizard ci opt 
■J.*y Oil that^damp hearth and chilly. 

'r, y 



m 


*1* 


the Daunted itoirsE; 


For years no cheerful blaze had sparkled there^ 
Or glanced on a ..it of bud’ or knightly moral; 
The slug was crawling '>n the vacant chan, — 
The snail upon the sol tie. 

The floni vv c, redolent of mould and must. 

The fungu. in the rotten j.e.in.s had nuicken'd, 
While cm tno oaken table roat'- oT thet 
Perennial'; had thicken'd. 

No mark of leathern jack m» t..» «vu. 

No cup — no horn- no !j-> ratable twkcu, — 

All social ties uT’vmi* m *> vm and Man 
Had long ago Vee Iu.jwu 

There was so j ui .. r.nnnir >a the ai*\ 

The shadow t i a pfc. ■<.'(. so . l rc v * < is ; 

No human enaiun rouL* he at: iv*.'. d mere. 
Eve. n the most fa ocImi*. 

For over all there hung a ch>u.» et fear, 

A sense of tnv.tery the spirit daunted. 

And said, as plain as whi .per in the rsr, 

’The place is Haunted! 




TOE Hi TOTED TfOOSE. 

|^i|? ^ f w; 

?wv ,f f> i 1 

V^V' ' I'art 511. 

yf'/ 1 * , 

’£■" *Tl3 hard lor human actions to account, 
'■''Whether from reason or from impulse onh — 

, 7'But some internal promptin' 1 ; bade nu, lucent 
,- Tile gloomy 'tail': and lor: ly. 

m 

Those gloomy : talis, so thtk, and damp .eid col. 
With odours j-> from Lot vs and u.ics earn d. 
Deprived ol riu*. and con svimtd mould, 

The chapel vault or chunk 1. 

, Those clieaty stuns while with the "Odi.Jiiig stt 
S Ofev'ry step so many echoes bhiidcd, 

. The mind, with d,nk mi ’givings, feared to gues* 
1 How many feet ascended. 

. The tempest with its spoils had drifted in, 

„ Till each unwholesome stone was darkly sjiotted, 
■■ ' As thickly as the leopard’s dappled s> in, 

^‘With leaves that rankly reared. 


'v*xi* air was thick — and in the rj per gloom 
e.VThe bat — or something in its sh.-pe* -was wsngln 
f-VAftd on the wall, as chilly as a te.i'b, 

/f f !3Che Death’s -Head moth wa'* clinging. 
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1 That mystic moth, which, with a sense profound V' * *..‘v 

Of all unholy presence, augurs truly ; , V' i J* , 

And with a grim significance flits round * '> K i’/ 

The taper burning blindy. ,'* ( **V 

Such orm ns in the place there *-e» m’d to be, . s 0, 1 

At ev’iv crooked turn, or on lh>* binding, ’ ' ’ 

The straining eyeball was prepared to we 
Some Apparition landing. - 1 

j For over all there hung a cloud <>( h ar, 

A sense of mystery the ,!,.p i\*d. 

And said as plain ^ whisp- i u tin e,ir - ‘ ^ 

The place is H 1 

Yet no portent* >i‘- f*h s pc the ■ ight ana7 ed : 

Each object j'l. in, und tangihl* 1 , and valid : 

But from rheii i.irnhh’J i. m^s li.ek Figures ga^cd. 

And Faces ‘■p(\ tre-palid. 


Not merely with the mimic lile that lies 
Within the compass of Air’s simulation ; 

Their souls were looking ihu/ their painted eyes 
With awful speculation. 

On cv’ry lip a «peechh ss hoiror dwelt ; 

On tvYy hrow the burthen of affliction ; 

The old Ance-tr.d hpiiits knew and felt 
The House’s m.ikdiction. 
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earnest woe their features overcast. 

^./'XJNey might have stirr'd, or sigh’d, or wept, or spoken 
jpJ'Bot; save die hollow moaning of liie blast, 

■:* vXhe stillness was unbroken. 

-V; 

;Y‘No other sound or stir of lift was there, 

Except my steps in solitary clambei, 

' , K tom flight to flight. From humid stais to stair. 

From chamber into chamber. 


Deserted iootn a of Juxiny i«nd -tatr, 

That old magnificence had mhiy tuinkhVi 
With pictures, cabinets of ancient date 
' And carvings gilt and bin nich'd. 

Rich hangings, sfoikd by r!v noedhV air 
Wirh scripture history, or classic table ; 

But all had faded, save one ragged pair, 

' Where C Jn was slaying Ab( i. 

The silent waste of mildew and the moth 
" Had marr’d tlie tissue with a partial ravage; 

,v ' But undecaying frown’d ujhii the cloth 
, 1 Each feature stern and savage. 

/ v, The sky was pale ; the cloud a thing of doubt ; 

’ /Yiiome nues were fresh, arid some decay’d and duller 
;<;V But still the Bloodv JIanu shone strangely out 
CA With vehemence of colour ! 
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The Bloody Hand that with a lurid stain 
Shone on the dmty floor, a dismal token. 
Projected from tin* casern', nt’s painted pane, 
Where all beside was hioken. 

The Bu>un\ Hand significant of nime, 

That glaring on the old heraldic h. inner, 

7-1 ad kept i*s mmson unhnpahrd by turn, 
in such a wornhoii-. m.uinet 

O’er all there hung the sh.uknv of a L,ir, 

A sense of mystery the -pint deem, d, 

And said a*- plain a-> <.»!.!<] , ; > i tin <. u, 

The place i II iin-red ! 

The Death th l ,i hi ‘•iml the puml d ojK, 

Jiiexplic'bU* rii mc» * !> «’k. Hu mv. 

Anti echoes ..tra^gt am! rr-y •‘hvl woke* 

The fancy to emb.u'-ass 

Prophetic hints *!ut fill’d the sou! with dread, 
But thro' on' gloomy enMini'-e pointing mostly. 
The wink* some ',c*r,.t hi’-pii.iti.ni 
That Chamiier is the Ghn.t’-y ! 

# 

AcR the door no r*>s am. ; festoon 
Swung penduiou - ,v» v.- b — no dusty fringes. 

No si'll y thryinU' or white cocoon 
About its nooks ami hinges*. 
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yiSje Spider shunn’d die interdicted room, 

( The moth, the beetle, and die fly were banishM, 
'\a\tul ‘where die sunbeam fill athwart the gloom 
! The very midge had vanish’d. 


'y One lonely ray that glanced upon a Bed, 
As if witn awful aim direct and certain, 
To show die Btoouv 1Ivm> in burning red 
■. ^ Embroidered on the nut in. 


And yet no gory -m.it, was on the quilt — 
The pillow in hi jd.n e had lowly rotted ; 
The fiooi alone retain’d the trace of guilt. 
Those boards obscurely seated 


Obscurely spot! d to th,* door, and thence 
With ma/y dn'iblos to tlu grated casement — 
Oh what a tale they toM of le.u intense. 

Of horror and amazement ! 


What human tieaturc in the dead of night 
Had coursed like limited hate that criul distance/ 
" h t .Had sought the door, the window in iris flight, 

U * Striving for dear existence / 


' ■’ ■' t What shrieking Spit it ip Moody room 
' ,J .Its mortal frame had violently quilt' d t — 
hJl'N Across the sunbeam, with a sudden gloom, 
4 v Aghostly Shadow flitted. 
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Across the sunbeam, and along 1 the wall. 
But painted on the air so very dimly. 

It hardly veil'd the tapestry at ail. 

Or portrait A owning grimly 

O'er all thou* hung the shadow of a fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 
And niiul, .is plain as whisper in die ear. 
The place is Haunted ! 


Mv heart is v M» bulging, il>n' i lb. it 
On hope j Ton*, got!- with syeh a b i\y par,-' 
That neirhcM h';ng<> m>»- t ike* firm thy embrace. 
As it he si-’j.f -Foigeitinj: hi* old ‘peed : 

Fcr. at in sunshine only v t nn read 
The march of minutes mi the d : a!’s face, 

•So in the shadow's of this lono’y place 
There is no love, and 'rime i-; deed indeed. 

But when, d<vr lady, 1 am near thy heart, 

Thy smile is time, and then so swift it flies, 

)t seems we only meet to tear ...part. 

With aching hands and lingering of eyes. 

Alas alas! that we tnu.-t learn hours’ flight 
By the s,une light of love that makes them bright* 


< > 
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One more Unfortunate, 
Weary of breath, 

Rashly Importunate, 

Gone to her death ! 

Take her up tenderly, 

Lift her with care ; 
Fashion’d so slenderly, 
Young 1 , and so fair ! 

Look at her garments 
Clinging like cerements; 
Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing ; 
Take her up instantly. 
Loving, not loathing. — 

Touch her not scornfully ; 
Think of her mournfully. 
Gently and humanly ; 

Not of the stains of her', 

All that remains of her 
Now is pure womanly, 
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Make no deep scrutiny 
Into her mutiny 
Rash and undutiful j 
Fast all dishonour. 

Death has left on her 
Only the beautiful. 

Still, for all slips of her?* 
One of Eve’s family — 

Wipe those poor lips of hen 
Oozing so clammily. 

Loop up her tresses 
Escaped from the comb. 

Her fair auburn tresses; 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home? 

Who w as her father ? 

Who was her mother ? 

Had she a sister? 

Had she a brother? 

Or was there a dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other? 

Alas! for the rarity 
Of Christian charity 
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Under the sun ! 

Oh ! it was pitiful ! 

Near a whole city full. 

Home she had none. 

Sisterly, brotherly, 

Fatherly, motherly. 

Feelings had changed: 

Love, by harsh evidence. 
Thrown from its eminence; 
Even God’s providence 
Seeming estranged. 

Where the lamps quiver 
So far in the river, 

WjlIi many a light 
From window and casement. 
From garret to basement. 

She stood, with amazement. 
Houseless by night. 

The bleak wind of March 
Made her tremble and shiver; 
But not the dark arch. 

Or the black flowing river: 
Mad from life’s history. 

Glad to death’s mystery. 

Swift to be hurl’d — 
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Any where, any where 
Out of the world ! 

In she plunged boldly. 

No mattci how coldly 
The rough ri\er ran, — 

Orel the brink of it, 

Pictute it — think oi it, 
Dissolute Man ! 

Lave in it, drink of it. 

Then, if you can ! 

Take her up tenderly. 

Lift her with care j 
Fa .hion'ri so slendeiiy. 
Young, ami so fair! 

Ete her lime*, frigidly 
Stiffen to > rigidly. 

Decently, — kind!) ■— 
Smoothc, and compose them; 
And her eyes close them 
Staling so blindly! 

Dreadfully staring 
Thto* muddy impurity. 

As when with the daring 
Last look of despaiiing 
Fix'd on futurity. 
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Pushing gloomily, 

Spui'"d by contumely. 

Cold in! mm unity, 

Burning insanity. 

Into her lest. — 

Crois her hand. humbly. 

As if playing dumbly, 

Ovci her breast* 

Owning Ivr wtaknesj, 

Ha e\il behaviour. 

And leaving, with meekness, 
Iler sins to her Savimn ! 


A STORM AT HASTINGS, 

y\ND TIIF LITTLE UNKNOWN, 

’Ta.va. 3 August — Hastings every day was filling — 
Hastings, that "greenest spot oil memory's waste I’* 
With crowds of idlers willing or unwilling 
To be bedipped — be noticed — or be hi act'd. 

And all tilings rose a penny in a .shilling. 
Meanwhile, fiom window and fiom dooi, in haste 
“ Accommodation bills ” kept coming Jown, 
Gladding u the world of letter." ” in that lown. 
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Each day pour'd in new coach-fulls of new cits. 
Flying 1 from London smoke and dust annoying. 
Unmarried Misses hoping to make hits. 

And new -wed couples fresh from Tunbridge toying, 
Laceman and placeman, ministers and wits. 

And quackers of both sexes, much enjoying 
A morning’s reading by the ocean’s rim. 

That sect delighting in the sea's broad brim. 


And lo! amongst all these appear’d a cicatuie, 

So small, he almoit might a twin have been 
With Miss Crarhami — dwarfish quite in stature, 
Yet well propo; tion’d — neither lat nor lean. 

His face of marvellously pleasant featuie. 

So short and sweet a man was never seen— 

All thought him charming at the first beginning — 
Alas, eie long they found him far too winning! 


He seem’d in love with chance — and chance repaid 
His ardent passion with her fonder smile. 

The sunshine of good luck, without a shade. 

He staked and won — and won and staked — the bile 
It stirr’d of many a man and many a maid. 

To see at every venture how that vile 

Small gambler snatch’d — and how he won them too— 

A living Pam, omnipotent at loo ! 
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Miss Wiggins sot hrr heart upon a box, 

’Twas handsome, losewood, and inlaid with brass, 

And dreamt three times she garnish’d it with stock* 

Of needles, bilks, and cottons — but alas ! 

She lost it wide awake. — We thought Miss Cox 
Was lucky — but she saw three caddies pass 
To that small imp ; — no living luck could loo him l 
Sir Stamford would have lost his Raffles to him 1 


And so he climb’d — and rode, and won — and walk’d, 

The wondrous topic of the cuiious swarm 

That haunted the Parade. Many were balk’d 

Of notoriety by that small form 

Pacing it up and down : — some even talk'd 

Of ducking him — when lo ! a dismal storm 

Stepp’d in — one Friday, at the dose of day — 

And every head was turn'd another way — . 


Watching the grander guest. It seem’d to rise 
Bulky and slow upon the southern brink 
Of the horizon — fann’d by sultry sighs — 

So black and threatening, 1 cannot think 
Of any simile, except the skies 
Miss Wiggins sometime sbadi'S in Indian ink— 
AT/jj-shapen blotches of such heavy vapour. 
They seem a deal more solid ih.m her paper. 
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As for the sea, it did not fret, and rave, 

And tear its waves to tatters, and so dash on 
The stony-hearted beach ; — some bards would have 
It always rampant, in that idle fashion, — 

Whereas the waves roll'd in, subdued and grave. 
Like schoolboys, when the master's in a passion. 
Who meekly settle in and take their places. 

With a very quiet awe on all their faces. 


, Some love to draw the ocean with a head, 

| Like troubled table-beer, — and make it 
I And froth, and roar, and ding. — but this, l\e * aid, 
1 Surged in scam* muglici than a lady's flounce : — 

! But then, a gi under contiast thus it hr* d 

With the wild wtlkin, seeming to pronounce 
Something more awful in the s„i ? ous ear, 

( As one would whisper lL it a lion's ncai — 

1 

! 

i 

Who just begins to roar : so the hoarse thunder 
Growl’d long — but low — a prelude note of death. 
As if tile stifling clouds yet kept it under. 

But still it mutter'd to the sea beneath 
Such a continued peal, as made ns wonder 
It did not pause more ott to take its breath. 

Whilst we were panting with the sultry weather. 
And hardly cared to wed two woids together. 
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But watch’ J the surly arhent of the storm. 

Much as the brown-cheek’d planter* of Barbadoes 
Must watch a thing 0 f the Negro swarm : — 
Mcanrimc it steer'd, like Odin’s old Armadas, 
Right on our coast; — a dismal, coa! black form ; — 
Many proud gait-' were quell d — and all bravadoes 
Of folly ceased — and sunJiy idle joKis 
Wt nt home to cover up tin ir tongs and pokers. 


So fierce the lightning flashed.— In all their days 
l'he oldest smugglers had not seen such flashing. 
And they are used to many a pietty ida/e. 

To kov p their Hollands from an uwkwaid clashing 
Whth hostile cufteis in ou: cueks ami bays: — 
And truly one could think without much lashing 
The fancy, that those coasting clouds' w> awful 
And black, were fraught with spitita as unlawful. 


The gay Parade grew thin — ail the fair crowd 
Vanish’d — as if they knew their own attractions,— - 
For now the lightning thiough a near hand cloud 
Began to make some very crooked fractions — 

Only some few remain’d that were not cow’d, 

A few rough sailors, who had been in actions. 

And sundry boatmen, that with quick yco's, 

Lest it should blow, — were pulling up the Rose; 
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(No flower, but a boat) — some mnie hauling 
The Regent by the head : — another crew 
With that same cry peculiar to their calling — 
Were heaving up the Hope : — and as they knew 
The very gods them sol \ es oft get a mauling 
In their own realms, the seamen wisely drew 
The Neptune rather higher on the beach, 

That he might lie beyond his billows' reach. 


And now the storm, with its despotic power 
Had all usurp’d the azure of the skies* 

Making our daylight datkei by an hour. 

And some few (hops — of an unusual size — 

Few and disrincf — scarce twenty to the shower. 
Fell like huge tear-drops from a Giants eyes — 
But then this spi inkle thicken’d in a trice 
And rained much harder —in good solid ice. 


Oh ! for a very storm of words to show 
How this fierce crash of hail came rushing o’er us 
Handel would make the gusty organs Mow 
Grandly, and a rich storm in music score us; — 
But ev’n his music seem'd composed and low. 
When we were bandied by this Hailstone Chorus 
Whilst thmulei rumbled, with its awful sound, 
And frozen comfits roll'd along the ground— 



A STORM AT HASTINGS. 


i39 


As big a !» bullets: — Lord ! how they did batter 
Our crazy tiles: — And now the lightning flash’d 
Alternate with the dark, until the latter 
Was rarest of the two : — die gust too dash’d 
So terribly, J thought the hail mint shatter 
Some panes, — an J so it did— and first it smash'd 
The very' square where I had chose my station 
To watch the general illumination. 


Another, and another, still came in. 

And fell in jingling ruin at my feet. 

Making nansparent holes that let me win 
Some samples of the storm : — Oh i it was sweet 
To think I had a shelter tor my skin, 

\ Culling them through these « loopholes of retreat”— 
Which in a little we began to glaze — 

Chiefly with a jacktowel and some bauc I 


By which, the cloud had pass’d o’erhead, but play’d 
Its crooked fires in constant flashes still, 

Just in our rear, as though it had array’d 
Its heavy batteries at Fail light Mill, 

So that it lit the town, and giandly made 
The rugged features of the Castle Hill 
Leap, like a birth, from chaos, into light. 

And then relapse into the gloomy night— 
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As parcel of the cloud : — tin. clouds themselves, 
i Like monstrous crags and summits evet lasting, 
j Piled each on each in most gigantic slakes, 
j That Milton’s devils were engaged in blasting. — 

J We could e'en fancy Satan and his elves 

Busy upon tlioHi crags and ever casting 
Huge flagmen u» loose, — and di.it we felt the sound 
Tlu y made in falling to the startled gi ound. 


| And so the tempest scowl'd away,- -and soon 
Timidly shining thiough its skirts cl jet, 

1 We saw the rim of the pacific moon, 

1 Like a bright fish enianglu! in a net, 

■ Flashing its silver vdr-, — how saved a 1 oon, 

| Seem’d her sweet light, as though k would beget, 

| With that fair smile, a calm upon the seas — - 

j Pence in the sky — and coolness in the btecze ! 

j 

> Meantime the hail lia<! ceased . — and all the brood 
j Of glaciers stole abroad to count their gains ; — 

1 At every window, there were maids who stood 
Lamenting o’r the glass’s small n. mains, — 

Or with coarse linen > made the fi actions good. 
Stanching the wind in all the wounded panes,— 
Or, holding candles to the paries, in doubt: 

The wind resolved — blowing the candles out. 
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No house was whole that had a southern front*— 

No green-house but the same mishap befell ; 
jBo‘iy-wuuio\vs and /^‘//-glasses bore the brunt,— . 

No sex in glass was spared ! For those who dwell 

On each hill side, you might ha\e swam a punt 
In any of their parlours ; — Mis, Snell 
Was slopp’d out oi her seat, — and Mr. Hit chin 
Had a^ow'r-garden wash’d into a Kitchen. 


But still the sea was mild, and quite disclaim'd 
Tin* recent violence. — Each alter each 
The gentle waves a gentle murmur tunned, 
Tapping, like Woodpecker, the hollow b»*ach 
Ilovvhcit his weather eye the seaman aim'd 
Across die calm, and hinted by his speech 
A gale next morning- — and when morning bioke. 
There was a g.*le — " quite equal to bespoke.” 


Before high water — (it were better far 
Tp christen ir not water then, but waiter. 
For then the tide is serving at the bar) 

Rose such a swell — 1 never saw one greater ! 
Black, jagged billows rearing up in war 
Jake ragged roaring bears against die baiter. 
With lots of froth upon the shingle shed, 

Like stout pour’d out with a fine beachy head. 
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No open boat was open to a fare. 

Or launch’d that morn on seven-shilling trips, 
No bathing woman waded — none would dare 
A dipping in the wave — but waived their dips. 
No seagull ventured on the stormy air, 

And all the dreary coast was clear of ships ; 

For two If a shores upon the river Lea 
Are not so perilous as one at sea. 


i Awe-struck we sat, and gazed upon the scene 
Before us in such horrid huily-burly, — 

A boiling ocean of mix’d black and gieen, 

A sky of copper colour, grim and surly, — 
When lo, in that vast hollow scoop’d between 
Two rolling Alps of water, — white and curly I 
We saw a pair of little arms a -skimming, 

( Much like a first or la^t attempt at swimming ! 


Sometimes a hard — sometimes a little shoe — 
Sometimes a skirt — sometimes a hank of hair 
Just like a dabbled seaweed rose to view. 
Sometimes a knee, sometimes a back was bare — 
> At last a frightful summerset he threw 

Right on the shingles. Any one could swear 
The lad was dead — without a chance of petjury. 
And battci *d by the surge beyond all surgery! 


THOSE EVENING HELLS. 


However we snatch’d up the corse thus thrown 
Intending, Christian-like, to sod and turf it. 

And after venting Pity’s sigh and groan. 

Then Curiosity began with her fit ; 

And lo! the features of the Small Unknown ! 
*Twas he that of the surf had had this surfeit! — - 
And in his fob, the cause of late monopolies, 

We found a conn act signed Mephistophiles 1 

A bond of blood, whereby die sinner gave 
Ilis foifeit soul to Satan in reversion, 

Providing in this world he was to have 
A lordship over luck, by whose exertion 
He might control the course of ca’ds, and biave 
All throws of dice, — but on a sea excursion 
The juggling Demon, in hi* usual vein. 

Seized die last cast— and Nick'd him in the main 


THOSE EVENING BELLS. 

" I'd be a rARODY.” 


Those Evening Bells, those Evening Bells, 
How many a tale tbeir music tells, 

Of Yorkshire cakes and crumpets prime. 
And letters only just in time! — 
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The Muffin-boy lias pass’d away. 

The Postman gone — and I must pay. 
For down below Deaf Alary dwell?. 
And does not hear tlio.se Evening Bells. 


And so ’t will be when she is gone. 
The tuneful peal will still riug on. 
And other maids with timely yells 
Forget to stay those Evening Bells. 


HYMENEAL- RETROSPECTIONS. 

O KaTk ! my dear Partner, through joy and through 
strife 

When I look back at Hymen’s dea** day. 

Not a lovelier bride ever chang’d to a wife. 

Though you’re now so old, widened and grey ! 


Those eyes, then, were stars, shining rulers of fate ! 

But as liquid as stars in a pool ; 

Though nc w they ’re so dim, they appear, my dear 
Kate, 

Just like g .osebetries boiled for a fooll 
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That brow was like marble, so smooth and so fair; 
Though it’s wi ink led so crookedly now. 

As if Time, when those furrows were made by the share. 
Had been tipsy whilst driving his plough ! 

Your nose, it was such as the sculptors all chose. 

When a Venus demanded their skill ; 

Though now it ran hardly he reckon’d a nose. 

But a sort of Poll-P.irroty Bill ! 

Your mouth, it was then quite a bait for the bees. 

Such a nectar there hung on each lip , 

Thongn now it has taken that lemon-like squeeze. 

Not a biue-bottle comes for a sip I 

Your chin, it was one of Love’s favourite haunts. 

From its dimple he could not get loose; 

Though now the neat hand of a barber it wants. 

Ora singe, like the breast of a goose ! 

How rich were those locks, so abundant and full. 

With their ringlets of auburn so deep ! 

Though now they look only like frizzles of wool. 

By a bramble torn off from a sheep I 

That neck, not a swan could c’scel it in grace, 

While in whiteness it vied with your arms; 

Though now a grave ’kerchief you properly place. 

To conceal that scrag-end of your charms I 
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Your figure was tall, then, and perfectly straight. 
Though it now li.is two twists from upright — 

But bless you ! still bless you ! my Partner ! my Kate 1 
Though you be such a perfect old fright I 


THE FAREWELL 

TO A FRFNCH AI». 

Fare thee well, 
Gahrielle ! 

Whilst I join France, 

With blight cuirass anti lancet 
Trumpets RW‘-ii t 
Gabrit he ! 

War horses prance. 

And Cavulieis advance 1 

In the night, 

Ere the fight. 

In the night. 

I’ll think of thee 1 

And In prayer. 

Lady fair. 

It) thy pray'r. 

Then think of me ! 
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Death may knell. 
Gain idle ! 

Whole my plumes dance, 
By arqucbuss or lance ! 
Then farewell. 
Gain idle ! 

Take my last glance ! 
Fair Miracle oi France! 


ODE ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF 
CLAPHAM ACADEMY. 

An me ! those old familiar hounds! 

That classic house, those classic grounds 
My pensive drought recalls ! 

What tender urchins now confine. 

What little captives now repine, 

Within yon irksome walls ? 

Ay, that’s the very house ! 1 know 

Its ugly windows, ten a-row I 
Its chimneys in the tear ! 

And there’s die iron rod so high. 

That drew the thunder from the sky 
And turn'd our table-beer I 
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There 4 I was birch’d ! there; I was bred ! 
There like a little Adam fed 
From learning’s woeful tree ! 

The weary tasks 1 used to con ! — 

The hopeless leaves I wept upon I — 
Most fruitless leaves to me I 


The summon’d class ! — the awful bow ! — 
1 wonder who is master now 
And wholesome anguish sheds l 
How many ushers now employs. 

How many maids to see the boys 
Have nothing in their heads 1 


And Mrs. S * * * ?— Doth she abet 
(Like Pallas in the pailont) yet 
Some favouiM two 01 three, — 
The little Crichtons of the hour. 
Her muffin-medals that devour. 
And swill her prize — hohea ? 


Ay, there’s the playground ! there’s the lime. 
Beneath whose shade in summer’s prime 
So wildly I have read ! — 

Who sits there now, and skims the cream 
Of young Romance, and weaves a di earn 
Of Love and Cottage-bread ? 
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Who stmts the Randall of the walk ? 

Who models tiny heads in chalk? 

Who scoops the light canoe ? 

What early genius buds apace ? 

Where’s Poynter ? Harris ? Bowers ? Chase t 
Hal Bay 1 is ? blithe Carew ! 

Alack 1 they re gone — a thousand ways 1 
And some are serving in “ the Greys” 

And some have perish'd young! — 

Jack Harri* weds his second wile ; 

Hal Baylis drives the wane o i life; 

And blithe Carew — is hung ; 


Grave Bowers teaches ABC 
To savages at Ovvhyee 

Poor Chase is with the worms t — 

All, all are gone — the olden breed ! — 

New crops of mushroom boys succeed, 

“And push us from our forms I” 

Lo 1 where they scramble forth, and shout, 
And leajp, and skip, ?nd mob about. 

At play where we have play'd 1 
Some hop, some run, (some fall.) some twine 
Their crone/ arms ; some in the shine, — 
And some arc in the slude ! 
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Our hearts arc dough, our heels are lead, 
Our topmast joys fall dull and de*d 
Like halls with no rebound l 
And often with a faded eye 
We look behind, and send a sigh 
Towaids that merry ground I 

Then be contented. Thou hast got 
The most of heaven in thy young lot ; 

There’s sky-blue in thy cup i 
Thou’lt find tliy Manhood all too List — - 
Soon come, soon gone ! and Age at last 
A sorry breaking-up / 


THE ROMANCE OF COLOGNE. 

’Tis even — on the pleasant banks of Rhine 
The thrush is ‘ringing, and the dove Is cooing, 

A youth and maiden on the turf let line 
Alone — And he is wooing. 

Yet woos in vain, for to the voice of love 
No kindly sympathy the Maid discovers, 
Though rotiud th< m both, and in the air above, 
The tender Spirit hovers ! 


THE ROMANCE OF COLOGNE. J$3 

Untcuch’d by lovely Nature and her laws. 

The more lie pleads, more coyly she represses ; — 

Her lips denies, and now her hand withdraws, 

Rejecting his caresses. 

Fair is she as the dreams young poets weave. 

Bright eyes, and dainty lips, and tresses curly ; 

In outward loveliness a child of Eve, 

But cold as Nymph of Lurley ! 


The more Love tiles her pity to engross. 

The more she chills them with a strange beliaviour ; 
Now tells her beads, now gazes on the Cross 
And Image of the Savioui 

Forth goes the Lover with a farewell moan. 

As from the presence of a thing inhuman ; — 

Oh 1 what unholy spell hath turned to stone 
The young warm heart of Woman ! 


• • • 


* m 


’Tis midnight — and the moonbeam, cold and wan* 
On bower and river quietly is sleeping. 

And o’er the corse of a self-murdeied man 
The Maiden fair is weeping. 
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! 
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Tn vain sheW»ks info his glassy eyes. 

No presswe answers to her hand so pressing, 
In her foml arms impassively he lies. 
Clay-cold to her caressing. 


i Despoiling, stunn’d by her eternal lo«$. 
j She files to succour that may best beseem her ; 
j Jh'f lo ! a frowning Figure veils the Cross, 
i Arid hides the blest Redeemer. 

! 

! 

With stern right hand it stretches forth a scioll, 
j Wherein she reads in melancholy letters 
The cruel fatal p<ict that placed her soul 
And her young heart i:i fetters. 

i “ Wretch ! Sinner! Renegade! to tuith and God, 
| Thy holy faith foi human love to barter! ” 

' No more she hears, but or the bloody sod 
| Sinks, Bigotry’s last Mai tyr ! 

And side by side the hapless Ixrvers lie : 

Tell me, harsh priest! by yonder tragic token, 

; What part hath God in such a Bond, wneieby 
Or hearts or vows are b token t 
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A PLAIN DIRECTION. 


In London once 1 lo->t my way 
In iaring to and ho. 

And ask’d a Jirrlc ragged boy 
The way that 1 should go ; 

Hu gave a nod, and then a wink. 
And told me to get there 
“ Sfialght down the Ciookod Lasw*, 
And all zound the Square.” 

1 box'd hit> little saucy car. 

And then away l stiodc ; 

But since I've iound that weary path 
Is quite a common road. 

Utopia is a pleasant place. 

But how shall 1 get there? 

** Straight down the Ciooked Lana, 
And all round the Square.” 


I’ve read about a famous town 
That drove a famous tiade. 

Where Wittinglou walked up and iound 
A fortune ready made. 
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The very streets are paved with gold ; 
But how .shall I get there ? 

“Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square.” 


I’ve read about a Fairy Land, 

In some romantic tale, 

Where Dwarfs, if good, are sure to thrive. 
And wicked Giants fail. 

My wish is great, my shoes are strong. 
But how shall 1 get there ? 

“ Straight down the Crooked Lane, 

And all round the Square.” 


I’ve heard about some happy Lie, 
Where ev’rv man is free. 

And none can lie in bonds for life 
For want of L. S. D. 

Oh that’s the land of Libeity ! 

But how shall I get there ? 

“ Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square.” 

I've dreamt about some blessed spot. 
Beneath the blessed sky. 

Where Bread and Justice never rise 
Too dear for folks to bay. 
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It's cheaper than the Ward of Cheap, 

But how shall I got there? 

"Straight down the Crooked Lane, 

And all round the Square.” 

They say there is an ancient House, 

As pure as it is old. 

Where Members always speak their minds. 
And votes are never sold. 

I’m fond of all antiquities, 

But how shall I get then* ? 

“ Straight down the Crooked Lane, 

And all round the Square.” 

They say there is a Royal Court 
Maintain'd in nohle state, 

When ev’ry able man, and good, 

Is ceitain to be great ! 

I’m very fond of seeing sights. 

But how shall I get there ? 

« Straight down the Crooked Lane, 

And all round the Square.” 


They say there is a Temple too. 
Where Christians come to pray; 
But canting knaves and hypocrites. 
And bigots keep away. 
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O ! that’s the parish church forme! 
But how shall I get there f 
"Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round die Square/’ 


They say there is a Garden fair. 
That’s haunted by the dove, 

Where love of gold doth ne’er eclipse 
The golden light of love — 

The place must be a Paradise, 

But how shall 1 get there ? 

"Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square." 


I’ve heard there U a lamous Land 
For public spiiit known — 

Wlio«e Pati iots love its Interests 
Much better than their own. 

The Land of Promise surt it is 1 
Hut how shall I get there ? 
"Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square." 

I’ve read about a fine Estate, 

A mansion large and strong; 

A view all over Kent and back. 
And going for a song 
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George Robins knows the very spot. 
But how shall 7 get there ? 

‘'Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square.” 

I’ve heard there is a Company 
All formal and enroll'd. 

Will take your smallest coin 
And give it back in gold. 

Of course the office door is mobb'd. 
But how shall 1 get there ? 

•* Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And ali round the Square.” 

I've heard about a pleasant land. 
Where omelettes grow on trees. 

And roasted pigs run, crying out, 

“ Come eat me, if you please.” 

My appetite is rather keen, 

But how shall I get there t 
u Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square.” 



C >«* > 


BALLAD. 


Sion on, sad heart, for Love’s eclipse 
And Beauty’s fairest queen. 

Though ’tis not for my peasant lips 
To soil her name betwe en : 

A king might lay his sceptre down. 
But I am poor and nought. 

The brow should w' nr a golden crown 
That wears her in its thought. 


The diamonds glancing in her hair. 
Whose sudden beams surpr\e. 
Might bid such humble hopes beware 
The glancing of he: eyes ; 

Yet looking once, i look’d too long. 
And if my love is sin, 

Death follows on the heels of wrong. 
And kills the crime within. 


Her dress seem’d wove of lily ieaves. 
It was so pure and fine, — 

O lofty wears, and lowly weaves,— 
But hodden-grey ii> mine ; 



BALLAD. 

And homely hose must step apart, 
Where garter’d princes stand. 

But may he wear my love at heart 
That wins her lily hand 1 

Alas ! there’s far from russet frieze 
To silks and satin gowns. 

But I doubt if God made like degrees. 
In courtly hearts and clowns. 

My father wrong'd a maiden’s mirth. 
And brought her cheeks to blame. 
And all that's lordly of my birth 
Is my reproach and shame 1 



T’is vain to weep, — *tis vain to sigh, 
’Tis vain, this idle speech. 

For where her happy pearls do lie. 
My tears may never reach ; 

Yet when I'm gone, e’en lofty pride 
May say, of what has been, 

His love was nobly born and died. 
Though all the rest was mean! 


My speech is rude, — but speech is weak 
Such love as mine to tell. 

Yet had I words, I dare not speak. 

So, Lad/, fare thee well ; 


M 




SONG. 


ife 


I will not wish thy better state 
Was one of low degree. 

But I must weep that partial fate 
Made such a churl of me, 


SONG. 


The stars are with the voyager 
Wherever he may sail ; 

The moon is constant to her time ; 

The sun will never fail ; 

But follow, follow round the world, 
The green earth and the sea. 

So love is with the lover V heart, 
Wherever he may he. 

Wherever he may he, the stars 
Must daily lose their light ; 

The rr.oon will veil her in the shade; 

The sun will set at night. 

The sun may set, hut constant love 
Will shine when he’s away ; 

So that dull n ; ght is never night, 
And day is blighter day. 



( iSj i 
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wrhl A FLASK OF RHINE WATIM. 

The old Catholic City was still. 

In the Minster the vespers were sung, 

And, re-echoed in cadences shrill. 

The last call of the trumpet had rung ; 
While, across the broad stream of the Rhine, 
The full Moon cast a silvery zone ; 

And methought, as I gazed on its shine, 
"Suiely that ii the Eau de Cologne,’* 

I inquired not the place of its source. 

If it ran to the cast or the west ; 

But my heart took a note of its course. 

That it flow’d towards Her I love best — - 
That it flow'd towards Her I love best. 

Like those wandering thoughts of my own. 
And the fancy such sweetness possess’d, 

That the Rhine seemed all Eau de Cologne | 


TO AN ABSENTEE. 


O’er hill, and dale, and distant sea, 

Through all tile miles that stretch between 
My thought must fly to rest on thee. 

And would — though w r orlds should intervene. 
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HYMN TO TIIE SUN. 


Nay, thou art now so dear, methinks 
The farther we are forced apart. 
Affection's firm elastic links 
But Lind thee closer round the heart. 

For now we sever each from each, 

I learn what I have lost in theo$ 

Alas, that nothing else could teach 
How great indeed my love should be ! 

FareweLU 1 did not know thy worth; 
But thou art gone, and now ’tis piizod 
So angels walked unknown on earth. 
But when they flew were recognised! 


HYMN TO THE SUN. 

Giver of glowing light 1 
Though but a god oi other days. 

The kings and sages 
Of wiser ages 

Still live and gladden in thy genial rays ! 

King of the tuneful lyre. 

Still poets’ hymns to thee belong 
Though lips are cold 
Whereon of old 

Thy beams all turn’d to worshipping and song f 



TO FANCY. 




Lord of the dreadful bow. 

None triumph now for Python’s death ; 

But thou dost save 
From hungry grave 

The life that hangs upon a summer breath. 

Father of rosy day. 

No more thy clouds of incense rise ; 

But waking flow’rs 
At morning hours. 

Give out their sweets to meet thee in the skies. 

God of the Delphic fane. 

No more thou listenest to hymns sublime ; 

But they will leave 
On winds at eve, 

A solemn echo to the end of time. 


TO FANCY. 

Most delicate Ariel ! submissive thing. 

Won by the mind’s high magic to its hest,— 
Invisible embassy, or secret guest, — 
Weighing the light air on a lighter wing ; 
Whether into the midnight moon, to bring 
Illuminate visions to the eye of rest, — 

Or rich romances from the florid West, — 

Or to the sea, for mystic whispering,— 
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Still by thy charm’d allegiance to the will. 

The fruitful wishes prosper in the brain. 

As by the fingering of fairy skill, — 

Moonlight, and waters, and soft music's strain. 
Odours, and blooms, and 7ny Miranda's smile, 
Making this dull world an enchanted isle. 


THE PLEA OF THE MIDSUMMER FAIRIES. 

’Twa 3 in that mellow season of the year 
When the hot sun singes the yellow leaves 
Till they be gold, — and with a broader sphere 
The Moon looks down on Ceres and her shea vet- ; 

When more abundantly the spider weaves. 

And the cold wind Lreathes from a chiller clime ; — 
That forth 1 fared, ou one of those still eves. 

Touch’d with the dewy sadness of the time. 

To think how the bright months had spent their prime* 

So that, wherever I address’d my way, 

I seem’d to track the melancholy feet 
Of him that is tine Father of Decay, 

And spoils at once the sour weed and the sweet 
Wherefore regretfully I made retreat 
To some unwasted regions of my brain. 

Charm’d with the light of summer and the heat. 

And bade that bounteous season bloom again. 

Ana sorout fresh flowers u. mine own domain. 
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It was a shady anti sequester’d scene. 

Like those famed gardens of Boccaccio, 

Planted with his own laurels ever green. 

And roses that for endless summer blow ; 

And there were fountain springs to overflow 
Their marble basins, — and cool gteen arcades 
Of tall o’erarching syramorus, to throw 
Athwart the dappled path their dancing shades, — 
With timid coneys cropping the green blades. 

And there were crystal pools, peopled with fish, 
Aigent and gold ; and some of Tyrian skin. 

Some rnm^oii-barr’d ; — and ever at a wish 
They rose obsequious till the wave grew thin 
As glass upon their backs, and then dived in, 
Quenching their ardent scales in watery gloom ; 
Whilst others with fresh hues row'd forth to win 
My changeable regard, — for so we doom 
Things boin of thought to vanish or to bloom. 

And there were many birds of many dyes. 

From tree to tree still faring to and fro. 

And stately peacocks with their splendid eyes, 
And gorgeous pheasants with their golden glow. 
Like Iris just bedabbled in her bow, 

Besides some vocalists without a name. 

That oft on fairy errands come and go. 

With accents magical ; — and all were tame. 

And pecked at my hand where’er I came. 
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And for my sylvan company, in lieu 
Of Pampinca with her lively peers. 

Sate Queen Titania with her pretty crew. 

All in their liveries quaint, with elfin gears. 

For she was gracious to my childish years. 

And made me free of her enchanted round ; 
Wherefore this dreamy scene she still endears. 

And plants her court upon a verdant mound, 

Fenced with umbrageous woods and groves piolound. 

“Ah me,” she cries, “was ever moonlight seen 
So clear and tender for our midnight trips ? 

Go some one forth, and with a trump convene * 

My lieges all 1 ” — Away the goblin skips 
A pace or two apart, and deftly strips 
The ruddy skin from a sweet rose's cheek. 

Then blows the shuddering leaf between his lips. 
Making it utter forth a shrill small shriek. 

Like a fray'd bird in the gr owlet's beak. 

And lo ! upon my fix’d delighted ken 
Appear’d the loyal Fays. — Some by degrees 
Crept from the primrose buds that opened then. 

And some from bell-shaped blossoms like the bees, 
Some from the dewy meads, and rushy leas, 

Flew up like chafers when the rustics pass ; 

Some from the rivers, others from tall trees 
Dropp’d, like shed blossoms, silent to the grass. 

Spirits and elfins small, of every class. 
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Peri and Pixy, and quaint Puck the Antic, 

Brought Robin Good fellow, that merry swain 
And stealthy Mab, queen of old realms romantic. 
Came too, from distance, in her tiny wain. 

Fresh dripping from a cloud — some bloomy rain. 
Then circling the blight Moon, had wash'd her car. 
And still bedew'd it with a various stain : 

Lastly came Ariel, shooting from a star, 

Who bears all fairy embassies afar. 

But Oberon, that night elsewhere exiled. 

Was absent, whether «ome distemper’d spleen 
Kept him and his fair mate unreconciled, 

Or warfare with the Gnome (whose race had been 
Sometime obnoxious), kept him from his queen, 
And made her now peruse the stairy skies 
Prophetical, with such an absent mien ; 

Howbeit, the tears stole often to her eyes, 

And oft the Moon was incensed with her sighs — 

Which made the elves sport drearily, and soon 
Their hushing dances languish’d to a stand. 

Like midnight leaves, when, as the Zephyrs swoon. 
All on their drooping stems they sink unfann'd,— 
So into silence droop’d the fairy band. 

To see their empress dear so pale and still 
Crowding her softly imind on cither hand. 

As pale as frosty snowdrops, and as chill. 

To whom die sceptred dame reveals hei ill. 
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“Alas,” quoth she, “ ye know our fairy lives 
Are leased upon the fickle faith of men ; 

Not measured out against Fate’s mortal knives. 
Like human gossamers, — we perish when 
We fad^ and are forgot in worldly ken— 

Though poesy has thus prolong’d our date 
Thanks to the sweet Bard's auspicious pen 
That rescued us so long ! — howbeit of late 
I feel some dark misgivings of our fate. 

“ And this dull day my melancholy sleep 
Hath been so thronged with images of woe. 

That even now I cannot choose hut weep 
To think this was some sad prophetic show 
Of future horror to befall us so, — 

Of mortal wreck and uttermost distress, — 

Yea, our poor empire’s fall and overrhiow, — 

For this was my long vision’s chejuful stress. 

And when I waked my trouble was not less. 

u Whenever to the clouds I tried to seek. 

Such leaden weight dragg’d these Icarian wings. 
My faithless wand was wavering and weak. 

And slimy toads had trespass’d in our rings — 
The birds refused to sing for me — all things 
Disown’d their old allegiance to our spells ; 

The rude bees prick’d me with their rebel stings; 
And, when I pass’d, tire valley-lily’s bells 
Rang out, methought, most melancholy knells. 
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“And ever on the faint and flagging air 
A doleful spirit with a dreary note 
Cried in my fearful ear, ‘ Prepare ! prepare ! * 
Which soon I knew came from a raven's throat. 
Perch’d on a cypress-bough not far remote, — 

A cursed bird, too crafty to be shot. 

That alvvay cometh with his soot-black coat 
To make hearts dreary : — for he is a blot 
Upon tlie book of life, as well ye wot I — 

“ Wherefore some while I bribed him to be mute. 
With bitter acorns stuffing his foul maw. 

Which barely I appeased, when some fresh bruit 

Stai tied me all aheap I — and soon I saw 

The hon iciest shape that ever raised my awe, — 

A monstrous giant, very huge and tall. 

Such as in elder times, devoid of law. 

With wicked might grieved the primeval ball. 
And lliis was sure the deadliest of them all ! 

u Gaunt was he as a wolf of Languedoc, 

With bloody jaws, and frost upon his crown ; 

So from his barren poll one hoary lock 
Over his wrinkled front fell far adown. 

Well nigh to where his frosty brows did frown 
Like jagged icicles at cottage eaves ; 

And for his coronal he wore some brown 
And bristled ears gather’d from Ceres’ sheave^ 
Entwined with certain sere and russet leaves. 
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“ And lo ! upon a mast rear’d far aloft. 

He bore a very blight and crescent blade. 

The which he waved so dreadfully, and oft. 

In meditative spite, that, sore dismay'd, 

I crept into an acorn -cup for shade ; 

Meanwhile the hot rid effigy went by : 

I trow his look was dreadful, for it made 
The trembling birds betake them to the sky, 
For every loaf was lifted by his sigh. 

“ And ever, as he sigh’d, his foggy breath 
Blurr’d out the landscape like a flight of smoke 
Thence knew I this was either dreary Death 
Or Time who leads all creatures to his stroke. 
Ah wretched me ! ” — Here, even as she spoke. 
The melancholy Shape came gliding in. 

And loan’d his back against an antique oak. 
Folding his wings, that were so tine and thin. 
They scarce were seen agamst the Dryad’s skin. 

Then what a fear seized all the little rout I 
Look how a flock of punic'd sheep will stare — - 
And huddle close — and start and — wheel about, 
Watching the roaming mongrel here and there, 
So did that sudden Apparition scare 
All close aheap those small affrighted things; 
Nor sought they now the safety of the air. 

As if some leaden spell withheld their wings ; 
But who can fly that ancientcst of Kings ? 
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Whom now the Queen, with a fotestalling tear 
And previous sigh, bcginncth to entreat. 

Bidding him spare for love, her lieges clear ; 

" Alas ! ” quotli she, “is there no nodding wheat 
Ripe for thy crooked weapon, and more meet, — 

Or wither'd leaves to ravish from the tree, — 

Or crumbling battlements for thy defeat ? 

Think but -what vaunting monuments there be 
Builded in spite and mockery of thee. 

“ O fret away the fabric walls of Fame, 

And grind down marble Cxsars with the dust : 
Make tombs inscriptionless — raze each high name. 
And waste old armours of renown with rust; 

Do all pf this, and thy revenge is just : 

Make such decays the trophies of thy prime. 

And check Ambition's overweening lust, 

That dares exterminating war with Time, — 

But we are guiltless of that lofty crime. 

" Frail feeble sprites ! — the children of a dream! 
Leased on the sufferance of fickle men. 

Like motes dependent on the sunny beam. 

Living but in the sun’s indulgent ken. 

And when that light witbdiaws, withdrawing then 
So do we flutter in the glance of youth 
And fervid fancy, — and so perish when 
The eye of faith grows aged ; — in sad truth. 

Feeling thy sway, O Time ! though not thy tooth ! 
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u Where be those old divinities forlorn. 

That dwelt in trees, or haunted in a stieam t 
Alas ! their memories arc dimm’d and torn. 

Like tlie remainder tatters of a dream: 

So will it fare with our poor thrones, I deem 
For us the same dark trench Oblivion delves. 
That holds the wastes of every human scheme. 

O spare us then, — and these our pretty elves, — 
We soon, alas ! shall perish of ourselves ! " 

Now as she ended, with a sigh, to name 
Those old Olympians, scatter’d by the whiil 
Of Fortune’s giddy wheel and brought to shame, 
Methought a scornful and malignant curl 
Show’d on the lips of that malicious chnri, 

To think what noble havocs he had made; 

So that I fear’d he all at once would hurl 
The harmless fairies into endless shade, — 
Ilowbeit he stopp’d awhile to whet his made. 

Pity it was to hear the elfins’ wail 

Rise up in concert from their mingled dread ; 

Pity it was to bee them, all so pale, 

Gaze on tire grass as for a dying bed ; — 

But Puck was seated on a spider’s thread, 

That hung between two branches of a briar. 

And ’gan to swing and gambol, heels o’er head. 
Like any Southwark tumbler on a wire. 

For him no present grief could long inspire. 
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Meanwhile the Queen with many piteous drops. 
Falling like tiny sparks full fast and free. 

Bedews a pathway from her throne ; — and stops 
Before the foot of her arch enemy. 

And with her little arms enfolds his knee. 

That shows more grisly from that fail embrace; 

But she will ne’er depart. “ Alas ! ” quoth she, 

" My painful fingers I will here enlace 
Till I have gain’d your pity for our race. 

"What have we ever done to eatn this grudge. 

And hate — fif not too humble for thy hating?) — 
Look o’er our labours and our lives, and judge 
If there be any ills of our creating ; 

For wc are very kindly creatures, dating 
With nature’s charities still sweet and bland : — 

O think this murder worthy of debating ! ** 
Herewith she makes a signal with her hand. 

To beckon some one from the Fairy band. 

Anon I saw one of those elfin things. 

Clad all in white like any clwrister. 

Come fluttering forth on his melodious wings. 

That made soft music at each little stir. 

But something louder than a bee’s demur 
Before he lights upon a bunch of broom, 

And thus ’gan he with Saturn to confer, — 

And O his voice was sweet, touch'd with the gloom 
Of that sad theme that argued ol his doom > 
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Quoth he, “ We make all melodies our caie^ 

That no false discords may offend the Sun, 

Musk’s great master — tuning everywhere 
Ail pastoral sounds and melodies, each one 
Duly to place and season, so that none 
May luishly interfere. We louse at morn 
The shrill sweet lark ; and when the day is done^ 
Hush silent pauses for the bird forlorn, 

That singeth with her breast against a thorn. 

" Wo gather in loud choirs the twittciing race. 
That make a chorus with their single note ; 

And tend on new-fledged birds in every place, 
That duly they may got their tunes by rote; 

And oft, like echoes, answering remote. 

We hide in thickets from the feather'd throng. 

And strain in rivalship each throbbing throat. 
Singing in shiill responses all day long. 

Whilst the glad truant lLt ms to our song. 

"Wherefore, great King of Years, as thou dost love 
The raining music from a morning cloud. 

When vanish’d larks are carolling above. 

To wake Apollo with theii pipings loud ; — 

If ever thou hast heard in leafy shroud 
The sweet and plaintive Sappho of the dell. 

Show thy sweet mercy on this little crowd. 

And we will muffle up the sheepfold bell 
Whene’er thou listcnest to Philomel.” 
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Then Saturn thus : — “ Sweet is the merry lai k. 

That carols in man’s ear so clear and strong ; 

And youth must love to listen In the dark 
T hat tuneful elegy of Tcreus' wrong ; 

But I have heard that ancient strain too long. 

For sweet is sweet but when a little strange. 

And I grow weary foi some newer song ; 

For wherefore had I wings, unless to range 
Through all things mutable, fiom change to change t 

** But woulcht thou lieai the melodies of Time, 

Listen when sleep and drowsy darkness roll 
Over hush’d cities .and the midnight chime 
Sounds fiom their hundred clocks, and deep bells toll 
Like a last knell over the dead woild’s soul. 

Saying, ‘Time shall be filial of all things'. 

Whose late, last voice must elegise tin* whole/ — 

O then I clap aloft my brave broad wings. 

And make the wide air tremble while it rings ! *’ 

Then next, a fair Eve-Fay made meek address. 
Saying, “We he the handmaids of the Spring ; 

In sign whereof. May, the quaint broidercss. 

Hath wrought her samplers on our gauzy wing. 

We tend upon buds’ birth and blossoming. 

And count the leafy tributes that they owe — 

As, so much to the earth — .so nun h to fling 
In showers to the brook — so much to go 
In whirlwinds to the clouds that made them grow. 
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“ The pastoral Cowslips are our little pets. 

And daisy stars, whose fii mamont is green ; 

Pansies, and those veil’d nuns, meek violets. 

Sighing to that warm world from which they screen 
And golden daffodils, pluck'd for May’s Queen * 
And lonely harebells, quaking cm the heath ; 

And Hyacinth, long since a fait youth seen, 

Whose tuneful voice, turn’d fragrance in his breath. 
Kiss'd by sad Zephyi, guilty of his death. 

“Thu widow’d primrose weeping to the moon 
And Saffron crocus in whose chalice bright 
A cool libation hoaided foi the noon 
Is kept — and site that purifies die light, 

The virgin lil\, faithful to her white. 

Whereon Eve wept in Eden for her shame j 
And the most dainty lose, Amora’s spright, 

Our eve ry godchild, by whatcvei name — 

Spare us our lives, for we did nurse the same ! " 

Then that old Mower stamp’d his heel, and struck 
His hurtful scythe against the harmless giound, 
Saying “ Ye foolish imps, when am I stuck 
With gaudy buds, or like a wooer crown’d 
With flow’ry chaplets, save when they aie found 
Wither’d? — Wlietuvei have I pluck’d a rose. 

Except to scatter Its vain leaves around? 

For so all gloss of beauty I oppose. 

And biing d.tay on every flovv’r that blows. 
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•* Or when am T so wroth as when I view 
The wanton pride of summer; — how she decks 
The birthday world with blossoms ever-new, 

As if Time had not lived, and heap’d great wrecks 
Of years on year?, ? — O then 1 bravely vex 
And catch the gay Months in their gaudy plight. 
And slay them with the wreaths about their necks. 
Like foolish heifers in the holy rite. 

And raise great trophies to my ancient might.” 

Then saith another, " We are kindly tilings. 

And like her offspring nestle with the do\e, — 
Witness these hearts embroider’d on our wings 
To show our constant, patronage of love : — 

We sit at even, in sweet bow’rs above 
Lovers, and shako j ich odours on the air, 

To mingle with their sighs; and still remove 
The startling owl, and bid the bat forbear 
Their privacy, and haunt some other where. 

" And we are near the mother when she sits 
Beside her infant in its wicker bed ; 

And we are in the faiiy scene that flits 
Across its tender brain : sweet dreams we shed. 
And whilst the little merry soul is fled 
Away, to sport with our young elves, the while 
We touch the dimpled cheek with roses red. 

And tickle the soft lips until they smile. 

So that their careful parents they beguile. 
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« O then, if ever thou hast breathed a vow 
At Love’s dear portal, or at pale moon-rise 
Crush’d the dear curl oil a regardful brow. 

That did not frown thee from thy honey prize — 
If ever thy sweet son sat on thy thighs. 

And wooed thee from thy careful thoughts within 
To watch the harmless beauty of his eyes. 

Or glad thy lingers on his smooth soft skin, 

For Love's dear sake, let us thy pity win 1 ” 

Then Saturn fiercely thu« : — “ What joy have I 
In tender babes, that have devour'd mine own, 
Whenever to the light T heard them cry. 

Till foolish Rhea cheated me with stone? 
Whereon, till now, is my great hunger shown, 

In monstrous dint of my enormous tooth ; 

And — but the peopled world is too full grown 
For hunger’s edge — I would consume till youth 
At one great meal, without delay or ruth ! 

“ For I am weli nigh crazed and wild to hear 
How boastful fathers taunt me with their breed. 
Saying, 'We shall not die nor disappear. 

But, in these other selves, ourselves succeed 
Ev’n as ripe flowers pass into their seed 
Only to be renew’d from prime to prime/ 

All of which boastings I am force to read. 

Besides a thousand challenges to Time, 

Which blagging lovers have compiled in rhyme. 
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u Wherefore, when they are sweetly met o’ nights, 

There will I steal and with my hun ied hand » 

Startle them suddenly fi om their delights 
Befoie the next encounter had been plann’d. 

Ravishing hours in little minutes spawn’d ; 

But when they say farewell, and giieve apart. 

Then like a leaden statue 1 will stand. 

Meanwhile their many tears encrust my dart, 

And with a ragged edge cut heart fiorn heatt.” 

Then next a merry Woodsman clad in green, 

Stept vanward from his mates that idly stood 
F.ich at his proper ease, as they had been 
Nursed in the liberty of old Shdrwood, 

And woic the lively of Robin Mood, 

Who wont in forest shades to dine and sup, — 

So come this chief light frankly, and made good 
His haunch against his axe, and thus spoke up. 

Doffing his cap, which was an acorn’s cup : — 

“ We be small foresters and gay, who tend 
On trees, and all their furniture of green, 

Training the young boughs airily to bend. 

And .show blue snatches of the sky between ; — - 
Or knit more close intricacies, to screen 
Birds’ crafty dwellings, as may hide them best. 

But most the timid blackbird’s — she that, seen. 

Will bear black poisonous berries to her nest. 

Lest man should cage the darlings of her breast* 
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“ We benvi each tree in proper attitude. 

And founting willows train in silvery falls ; 

We frame all shady roofs and arches rude. 

And verdant aisles leading to Dryads’ halls. 

Or deep recesses where the Echo calls ; — 

We shape all plumy trees against the sky. 

And carve tall elms’ Coiinthian capitals, — 

When sometimes, as our tiny hatchets ply, 

Men say, the tapping woodpecker is nigh. 

"Sometimes we scaup the squirrel 1 ® hollow cel), 
And sometimes carve quaint letters on trees’ riuJ, 
That haply some lone musing wight may spell 
Dainty Ami nta,— tier tie Rosalind, — • 

Or chastest Laura, — sweetly call’d to mind 
In sylvian solitudes, ere he lies down : — 

And sometimes we eniich grey stuns with twii ed 
And vagi ant ivy,— or rich moss, whose blown 
Bums into gold as the wa*n sun goes down. 

"And, lastly, for mirth’s sake and Christmas cheer. 
We bear the seedling beriies, for increase. 

To graft the Druid oaks, from year to year. 

Careful that m isle toe may never cease ; — 
Wherefore, if thou dost prize the shady peace 
Of sombre forests, or to see light break 
Thiough sylvan cloisters, and in spring release 
Thy spirit amongst leaves from careful ake. 

Spare us our lives for the Green Dryad’s sake.” 
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Then Saturn with a frown : — “ Go forth, and fell 
Oak for your coffins, and thenceforth lay by 
Your axes for the rust, and bid farewell 
To all sweet birds, and the blue peeps of sky 
Through tangled branches, fen ye shall not 4 py 
The next green generation of the tiee ; 

But hence with the dead leaves* whene’er they flfy,- 
Which in the bleak air I would rather see. 

Than flights of the most tuneful birds that be 

" For I dislike all piime, and verdant pets, 

Ivy except, that on the aged wall 
Preys with its worm like loots, and daily frets 
The crumbled tower it seems to league withal, 
King-like, worn down by its own coionaJ : — 
Neither in forest haunts love 1 to won. 

Before the golden plumage ’gins to fall, 

And leaves the brown bleak limbs with few leaves 
Or bare — like Nature in her skeleton. 

u For then sit I amongst the crooked boughs. 
Wooing dull Memory with kindred .sighs ; 

And there in rustling nuptials we espouse, 

Smit by the sadness in each other’s eyes ; — 

But Hope must have green bowers and blue sKies, 
And must be courted with the gauds of Spiing ; 
Whilst Youth leans god-like on her lap, and cries, 

* What shall we always do, but love and sing ? * — 
And Time is reckon’d a discaided thing.” 
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Here in my dieam if mac]e me fret to see 
How Puck, the antic, all this dreary while 
Had blithely jested with calamity, 

With mis-timed mirth mocking the doleful style 
Of his sad comrades, till it raised my bile 
To see him so reflect their grief aside. 

Turning their solemn looks to half a smile — 

Like a straight stick shown crooked in the tide j— 
13 ut soon a novel advocate I spied. 

Quoth he — “We teach all natures to fulfil 
Their fore-appointed ciafts, and instincts meet, — 
The bee’s sweet alchemy, — the spider's skill, — 
The pismire’s caie to garner up his wheat, — 

And rustic masonry to swallows fleet,- — 

The lapwing’-, cunning to preserve hei nest, — 

But most, that lesser pelican, the *>weet 
And shiilly ruddock, with its bleeding b least. 

Its tender pity of poor bab.es distrust. 

u Sometimes we cast our shapes, and in sleek skins 
Delve with the timid mole, that aptly delves 
From om example ; so the spider spins, 

And eke the silk-worm, pattern’d by ourselves : 
Sometimes we travail on the summer shelves 
Of early bees, and busy toils commence. 

Watch’d of wise men, that know not we are elves. 
But gaze and marvel at our stretch of sense. 

And praise our human-like intelligence. 



MIDSUMMER FAIRIES. 

“ Wherefore, by thy delight in that old tale* 

And piamtive dirges the late robins sing. 

What time the leaves aie scattered by the gale. 
Mindful of that old forest burying ; — 

As tliou dost love to watch each tiny thing. 

For whom our craft most cmiously contrives. 

If thou hast caught a bee upon the wing. 

To take his honey-bag, — spare us oui lives. 

And we will pay the iansom in full hives.” 

" Now by my glass,” quoth Time, "ye do ofTend 
In teaching flie brown bees that careful lore. 

Arid frugal ants, who.-»c millions would have end. 
But they lay up for need a timely store. 

And travail with the seasons evermore ; 

Whereas Cheat Mammoth long hath pass’d awny. 
And none hut I can tell what hide he wore ; 
Whilst purblind men, the creatures of a day. 

In riddling wonder his great bones survey.” 

Then came an elf, right beauteous to behold. 
Whose coat was like a brooklet that the sun 
Hath all embroider’d with its crooked gold. 

It was so quaintly wrought and overrun 
With spangled traceries, — most meet for one 
That was a warden of the pearly streams ; — 

And as he stept out of the shadows dun. 

His jewels sparkled in the pale moon’s glearps. 
And shot into the air their pointed beams. 
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Quoth he, — ‘'We hear the gold and silver keys 
Of bubbling spiirgs and fountains, that below. 

Course tin o’ the veiny earth, — which when they freeze 
Into hard crysolites we bid to flow, 

Creeping like subtle snakes, when, as they go. 

We guide thui windings to melodious falls. 

At whose* soft murrnurings, so sweet and low. 

Poets have tuned their smoothest madrigals. 

To sing to ladies in their banquet-halls. 

'* And when the hot sun with his steadfast heat 
Parches the river god, — whose dn*-ry urn 
Drips miseiably, till soon his crystal feet 
Against his pebbly floor wax faint and burn. 

And languished fish, unpoised, grow sick and yearn,-- 
Then scoop we hollow's iu some sandy nool. 

And little channels dig, whciein wj turn 
The thiead-worn rivulet, that all for-ook 
The Naiad -lily, pining for hei brook. 

"Wherefore, by thy delight in cooi green meads, 

With living sapphires daintily inlaid,— 

In all soft songs of waters and their reeds — 

And all inflections in a streamlet made, 

Haply of thy own love, that, disarray’d. 

Kills the fair lily with a livelier white, — 

By silver trouts upbringing from gieen shade. 

And winking stars reduplicate at night. 

Spare us, poor ministers to such delight/' 
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Jlowbeit his pleading and his gentle looks 

Moved not tlie spiteful Shade : — Quoth he, ** Your taste ? 

Shoots wide of mine, for I despise the h rooks 

And slavish rivulets that run to waste 

In noontide sweats, or, like poor vassals, haste 

To swell the vast dominion of the sea, 

In whose great presence 1 am held disgraced, 

And neighbour'd with a king that rivals me 
I 11 ancient might and hoary majesty, 

M Whereas I ruled in Chaos, and still keep 
The awful seciets of that ancient dcaith, 
lit fore the biiny fountains of the deep 
Biimm’d up the hollow cavities of eaith; — 

I saw each trickling Sea-God at his birth. 

Each peaily Naiad with her oozy locks. 

And infant 'i itans of enormous girth. 

Whose huge young feet yet stumbled on the rocks. 

Stunning the early world with lrequent shocks, 

“ Where now is Titan, with his cumbrous brood. 

That scared the world ? — I3y this sharp scythe they fell 
And half the i>ky was cuidled with their blood : 

So have all primal giants sigh'd farewell. 

No wardens now by sedgy fountains dwell, 

Nor pearly Naiads. All their days are done 
That strove with Time, untimely, to excel ; 

Wherefore I razed their progenies, and none 
But my great shadow intercepts the sun! n 
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Then said the timid Fay-—" Oh, mighty Time*. 
Well hast thou wrought the cruel Titans’ fall, 

For they were stain'd with many a bloody ciinu* : 
Great giants work gieat wrongs, — but we art; small. 
For love goes lowly ; — but Oppression's tall. 

And with surpassing strides goes foremost still 
Wheic love indeed can hardly reach at all ; 

Like a poor dwaif o’erbuithen’d with good will. 
That labours to efface the tracks ol ill. — 

“ Man even strives with Man, hilt we eschew 
The guilty feud, and all fierce .strifes abhor ; 

Nay, we are gentle a.-- the sweet heaven's dew 
Beside the red and bond drops of war. 

Weeping tire cruel hates men battle for. 

Which worldly bosoms nourish in our spite: 

For in the gentle breast we ne’er withdraw. 

But only when all love hath taken flight. 

And youth’s warm gracious heart is harden’d quite. 

“ So are our gentle natures intertwined 
With sweet humanities, ami closely knit 
In kindly sympathy with human kind. 

Witness how we befriend, with elfin wit, 

All hopeless maids and lovers, — nor omit 
Magical succours unto hearts foilorn: — 

Wc charm man's life, and do not perish it; — 

So judge us by the helps we showed this morn, 

To one who held his wretched days in scorn. 
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“ 'Twas nigh sweet Am well ; — for the Queen hud task’d 
Our skill to-day amidst the silver Lea, 

Whereon the noontide sun had not yet bask’d ; 
Wherefore some patient man we thought to see. 

Planted in moss-grown rushes to the knee, 

Reside the cloudy margin cold and dim ; — 

Howbeit no patient fisherman was lie 
That cast his sudden shadow from the brim, 

Making us leave our toils to ga/.e on him. 

“ His face was ashy pale, and leaden care 
Mad «iink tile levell’d arches of his blow. 

Once bridges, for his joyous thoughts to fare 
Over those melancholy springs and slow. 

That from his piteous eyes began to flow, 

And Ml anon into the chilly stream ; 

Which, as his niimick’d image showed below, 

Wiinklcd his face with many a needless seam. 

Making grief sadder in its ow 1 esteem. 

« And lo! upon the air we saw him stretch 
His passionate arms 1 and, in a wayward strain, 

He ’gan to elegise that fellow wretch 
That with mute gestures answci’d him again. 

Saying, * Poor slave, how long wilt thou remain 
Life’s sad weak captive in a piison strong. 

Hoping with tears to rust away thy chain, 

In hitter servitude to woildly wrong? — 

Thou wear’st that mortal lively too long l * 
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“This, with more spleenful speeches and some tcar% 
When he had spent upon the imaged wave. 

Speedily I convened my elfin peers 
Under the lily-cups, that we might save 
This woeful mortal fiom a wilful grave 
By shrewd diversions of his mind’s regiet. 

Seeing he was mere melancholy’s slave. 

That sank wherever a daik cloud he met. 

And straight was tangled in her seciet net. 

“Therefore, as still he watch’d the waters flow, 

Daintily we transform’d, and with bright fins 
Came glancing thiough the gloom ; some fiom below 
Rose like dim fancies when a dicam begins. 

Snatching the light upon their purple skins ; 

Then under the broad leaves made slow retire: 

One like a golden galley bravely wins 

Its ladiant com sc, — another glows like fire, — 

Making that wayward man oui pranks admit e. 

“ And so he banish’d thought, and quite forgot 
All contemplation of that wretched face: 

And so we wiled him from that lonely spot 
Along the river’s brink ; till, by heaven’s grace. 

He met a gentle haunter of the place. 

Full of sweet wisdom gat hol’d from the brooks. 

Who there discuss’d his melancholy case 

With wholesome texts learn’d from kind nature’s books. 

Meanwhile he newly tiimm’d his lines and hooks.” 
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Herewith the Fairy ceased. Quoth Ariel now — 

f ‘ Let me remember how I saved a man, ; 

Whose fatal noose was fastened on a bough. 

Intended to abridge his sad life’s span ; 

For haply I was by when he began 
His stern soliloquy in life’s dispraise. 

And overheard his melancholy plan, 

How he had made a vow to 11 ul his days. 

And therefore follow'd him in all Ins ways, 

** Thiough brake and tangled copse, for much he loathed 
All populous haunts, and roam'd in forest lude. 

To hide hirnscli from man. Lut I had clothed 
My delicate limbs with plumes, and still pursued. 

Where only foxes and wild cats intrude, 

Till we weie come beside an ancient tree 
Late blasted by a storm. Here he renew’d 
His loud complaint 1 ’, — choosing that spot to be 
The scene of his last horrid tragedy. 

11 It was a wild and melancholy glen. 

Made gloomy by tall firs and cypress dark. 

Whose roots, like any bones of buried men. 

Push’d through the rotten sod lor fear’s 1 emark ; 

A hundred horrid stems, jagged and stalk. 

Wrestled with ciooked arms in hideous fi ay. 

Besides sleek ashes with theii dappled bark. 

Like crafty serpents climbing for a prey. 

With many blasted oaks moss-grown and gi ey. 
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"But here upon his final desperate clause 
Suddenly I pronounced so sweet a strain. 

Like a pang'd nightingale, it made him pause. 

Till half the frenzy of his grief was slain. 

The sad remainder oozing from his brain 
In timely ecstasies of healing tears. 

Which through his ardent eyes began to drain ; — 
Meanwhile the deadly Fates unclosed their shears : — 

So pity me and all my fated peers ! ’* 

Thus Ariel ended, and was some time hudul : 

When with the hoary shape a fiesh tongue pleads. 

And red as rose the gentle Fairy blush'd 
To read the recouL of !vr own good deeds : — 

“ It chanced,” quoth she, "in seeking through the mead* 
For honied cowslips, sweetest in the rm rn, 

Whilst yet the buds were hung with dewy beads, 

And Echo answer’d to the huntsman's ho»n, 

We found a babe left in the svvarths forlorn. 

** A little, sorrowful, deserted thing, 

Begot of love, and yet no love begetting ; 

Guiltless of shame, and yet for shame to wring ; 

And too soon banish'd from a mother’s petting, 

To churlish nurture and the wide world’s fretting. 

For alien pity and unnatural care; — 

Alas ! to see how the cold dew kept wetting 
His childish coats, and dabbled all his hair. 

Like gossamers across his forehead fair. 
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“ Ilis pretty pouting mouth, witless of speech. 

Lay half-way open like a rose-1 ipp’d shell ; 

And his young cheek was softer than a peach. 
Whereon his tears, for loundness, could not dwell, 
But quickly roil’d themselves to peails, and fell. 
Some op the grass, and some against his hand. 

Or haply wander’d to the dimpled well. 

Which love heckle his mouth had sweetly plann'd, 
Yet not for tears, hut mirLh and smiling** bland. 

“ Pity it was to see thcae frequent t*!.us 
Falling regardless from his fiiendkss eyes • 

There was such beauty in those twin blue *?pht‘ie% 
As any mother’s heart might leap to prize; 

Blue weie they, like the zenith of the skies 
Soften’d betwixt two clouds, both clear at,.i mild ; — 
Just touch’d with thought, arid ypt not over whe. 
They slvow’d tin* gentle spit it of a child, 

Not yet by care or any ciaft defiled. 

" Pity it was to see the at dent sun 

Scorching his helpless limbs — it shone so warm ; 

For kindly shade or shelter he had none. 

Nor mother’s gentle breast, come fair or storm. 
Meanwhile I bade my pitying mates transform 
Like grasshoppers, and then, with dn illy cries. 

All round the infant noisily we swarm, 

Ilaply some passing rustic to advise— 

Whilst providential Heaven our cate espies. 
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And sends full soon a tender-hearted hind. 

Who, wond'iing at our loud unusual note. 

Strays curiously aside, and so doth find 
The orphan child laid in the grass remote, 

And laps the foundling in his russet coat, 

Who thence was nuituied in his kindly cot: — 

But how lie prosper’d let proud London quote, 
II'»w wise, how rich, and how renow u'd he got. 
And chief of all her citizens, I wot. 

r ‘ Witness his goodly vessels on the Thames, 

Whose holds were fraught with costly men handle. 
Jewels from Ind, and pc.uls fioin muitly dame?, 
And gorgeous silk-, that Samareand supplies: 
Witness that Roy il Bourse he bade arise. 

The mart of meudunts from the East and West ; 
Whose slender summit, pointing to the skies. 

Still bears, in token of his grateful hieast. 

The tender grasshopper. Ids chosen ciest — 

** The tender grasshopper, his chosen crest. 

That ail the summer, with a tuneful wing. 

Makes merry chirpings in its grassy nest. 

Inspirited with dew to leap and sing: — 

So let us aLo live, eternal King ! 

Partakers of the gtcen aiul pleasant earth: — • 

1*1 ty it is to slay the meanest thing. 

That, like a mole, shines in the smile of mirth: 
Enough there is of joy’s decrease and dcaith 
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"Enough of pleasure, and delight, and beauty. 

Perish’d and gone, and hasting to decay ; — - 

Enough to sadden even thee, whose duty f 

Or spite it is to havoc and :o slay : 

Too many a lovely race razed quite away. 

Hath left large gaps in life and human loving : — 

Here then begin thy ctuel war to .stay, 

And spare hush sighs, and t< ar-., and gioan-, npioving 
Thy desolating lund for out removing.” 

Now here I heard a sluill and sudiUn ciy. 

And, looking up, 1 saw the antic Puck 
Giapphog with Time, who clutch’d him like a fly, 

Victim of his own spoif,- -the jester's link ! 

lie, whilst his lellowi giieved, poor wight, had stiuk 

Ilis Jreakish gaud* upon the Audi iu\ bww, 

And now his ear, and now lus 1 eaid, would pluck ; 

When as the angry chuil had snatch’d him now, 

Crying "Thou ini pL-.li mi -.chief, who ait thou i ” 

"Alas ! ’’ quoth Puck, "a little landom elf, 

Horn in the sport of natuie, like a weed. 

For simple sweet enjoyment of myself. 

But for no other purpose, worth, or need ; 

And yet withal of a most happy breed ; 

And there is Robin Good fellow be .ides, 

My partner dear in many a piankM) dei J 
To make dame Laughter hold hei j >Hy sides. 

Like merry mummer.-, twain on holy tides. 
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«• ’Tis we that boh the angler’s idle cork. 

Till e’en the patient man breathes half a curse ; 
We steal the morsel fiom the gossip’s folk. 

And cuidling looks with secret straws dNpcrae, 

Or stop the sneezing chanter at mid verse: 

And when an infant’s beauty prospeis ill, 

We change, some mothcis ‘•ay, the child at nurse : 
But any graver purpose to fulfil, 

We have not wit enough and scarce the will. 

*' We never let the canker melancholy 
To gather on our fares like a rust. 

But gloss our features with some change of folly. 
Taking life’s fabled miscJcv on tiust. 

But only sort owing when sorrow must : 

We ruminate no sage’s solemn cud, 

But own ourselves u pinch of lively du^t 
To frisk upon a wind, — whereas die flood 
Of tears would turn us info heavy inert* 

“ Beshrew those sad interpreters of nature, 

Wlio gloze her lively universal law. 

As if she had not form'd our cheerful feature 
To he so tickled with the slightest straw ! 

So let- them vex their mumping mouths, and draw 
The cornt is downward, like a waL’ry moon. 

And deal in gusty sighs and rainy flaw — 

We will n >t woo foul weathei all too soon, 

<-'r nur t November on the lap of June, 
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“ For ours arc winding spiifcs, like any bird, 
That shun all stagnant settlements of grid; 

And even in our rest our hearts arc stiri'd. 

Like insects settled on a dancing leaf: — 

This is our small philosophy in brief. 

Which thus to teaih hath sc) me all agape: 

But dost thou relish it? O hoary chief ! 

Unclasp thy crooked lingers from my nape. 

And I will show thee many a pleasant scrape.” 

Then Saturn thus. — shaking his crooked blade 
O’erhead. which made aloft a lightning flash 
In all the laiiies’ t yes di-nully flay’d ! 

TIL ensuing voice came like the thunder cia'h — 
Meanwhile the bolt shatter some pine or ash— 

“ ’J’hon feeble, wanton, foolish, fickle 4 thing! 

\\ horn nought tan fiighlm, sadden, 01 abash, — 
To hope my solemn countt nance to wring 
To idiot smiles 1 — but I will prune thy wing! 

“Lo ! this most awful handle of my scythe 
Stood once a May -pole, with a flowery crown. 
Which rustics danced around, and maidens blithe, 
To wanton pipings -hut I pluck’d it down, 

And robed the May Queen in a chuichyaid gown 
Turning her buds to losemury and rue ; 

And all their merry minstrelsy- did diown. 

And laid each lusty leaper in the dew ; — 

So thou shalt fare — and every jovial crew ! ” 
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Here he lets go the struggling imp, to clutch 
His mortal engine with each giisly hand. 

Which frights the elfin progeny so much. 

They huddle in a heap, and trembling stand 
All round Titania, like the queen bee’s hand. 
With sighs and tears and very’ shrieks of woe f — 
Meanwhile, some moving argument I planu'd. 
To make the stern Shade merciful,— when lo! 
lie drops his fatal scythe without a blow l 

For just at need, a timely Apparition 
Steps in between, to hear the awlul blunt ; 
Making him change his horrible portion. 

To marvel at this corner. Have and blunt. 

That dares Time’s irresistible affront, 

'Whose strokes have .scat 1 ’d even the gods of old 
Whereas this seem’d a mortal, at mete hunt 
For coneys, lighted by the moonshine cold. 

Or stalker of .stray deer, steaMiy ami bold. 

Who, turning to the small assembled fays, 

Dotfs to the lily queen his courteous cap, 

And holds her beauty for a while in gaze. 

With bright eyes kindling at this pleasant hap ; 
And thence upon the fair moon’s silver map, 

As if in question of this magic chance, 

Laid like a dream upon the green earth’s lap ; 
And then upon old Saturn turns askance. 
Exclaiming, with a glad and kindly glance : — 
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“ Oh, these be Fancy’s revellers by night! 

Stealthy companions of the downy moth — 

Diana’s motes, that Hit in her pale light, 

Shunneis of sunbeams in diurnal sloth; 

These be the feaster® on night’s silver cloth ; — 

The gnat with shrilly trump is their convener. 

Forth from their flowery chambers, nothing loth, 
With lulling tunes to charm tht air serener. 

Or dance upon the grass to make it greener. 

“ These be the pietty genii of the flow’rs, 

Daintily fed with honey ami pure dew — 
MMsummei’s phantoms in her dreaming hours. 

King Oberon, and all bis merry crew. 

The dai ling puppets ol Romance’s view; 

Fairies, and sprites, and goblin elves we call them. 
Famous lor patronage of lovers true ; — 

No harm they act. neither shall harm befall them. 

So do not thus witii crabbed frowns appal them.” 

O what a ciy was Saturn’s then ! — it made 

The fairies quake. " What care I for their pranks. 

However they may lovers choose to aid. 

Or dance their roundelays on flow’iy banks? — 

Long must they dance before they earn my thanks,^. 
So step aside, to some far safer spot, 

Whilst with my hungry scythe 1 mow their ranks. 
And leave them in the sun, like weeds, to rot, 

And with the next day’s sun to be foigot.” 
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Anon, he raided afresh his weapon keen ; 

But still the gracious Shade disarm'd his aim. 
Stepping with brave alanity between. 

And made his sere arm powerless and tame. 

His be petpetnal glory for the shame 
Of hoary Saturn in that grand defeat! — 

But I mu-.t tell how here Titania came 
With all her kneeling lieges, to entreat 
1 IN kindly succour, in sad tones, but sweet. 

Spying, u Thou seest a wretched queen bcfiite tlice. 
The fading power of a failing land, 

Who for a kingdom kneelcth to implore thee. 

Now menaced by thi, tyunt\ spoiling hand ; 

No one but thee can hopefully with* turn! 

That crooked Made, lie* Jongeth so to lift. 

I pray thee blind him with his own \ lie sand. 
Which only times all mins by its driit. 

Or prune his eagle wings that are so swift. 

“ Or take him by that sole and grizzled tuft. 

That hangs upon his bald and barren crown ; 

And we will sing to see him so rebuff'd. 

And lend our little mights to pull him down, 

And make hra\c sport of his malicious frown. 

For all his boastful mockery o’er men. 

For thou wast born 1 know for this renown. 

By my most magical and inward ken. 

That leadjth ev’n at Fate’s forestalling pen. 
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“ Nay, by the golden lustre of thine eye. 

And by thy brow’s mo .t fair and ample span. 
Thought’s glorious palace, framed for fancies high. 
And by thy cheek thus passionately wan, 

I know the signs of an immortal man, — 

Nature’s chief darling, and illustrious mate. 

Destined to foil old Death’s oblivious plan. 

And shine untarnish’d by the fogs of Fate, 

Time’s famous rival till the final date! 

“ O shield us then from this usurping Time, 

And we will visit thee in moonlight dreams ; 

And teach thee tunc-*, to wed unto thy rhyme. 

And dance about thee in all midnight gleams, 
Giving thee glimpse'- of our magic schemes. 

Such as no moilal’s tye hath ever seen j 
And, for thy love to us in our extremes. 

Will ever keep thy chaplet fresh and green, 

Such as no poet’s wreath hath ever been ! 

u And we’ll disiil the aromatic dews. 

To charm thy sense, when there shall be no flow’rs ; 
And flavour’d syrups in thy drinks infuse, 

And teach the nightingale to haunt thy bow’rs, 

And with our games divert thy weariest hours, 

With all that elfin wits can e’er devise. 

And, this churl dead, there’ll he no hasting hours 
To rob thee of thy joys, as now joy flies : ” — 

Here she was stopp’d by Saturn’s furious cries. 
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Whom, therefore, the kind Shade rebukes anew. 
Saying, “Thou haggard Sin, go forth, and scoop 
Thy hollow coffin in some churchyard yew. 

Or make th* autumnal flow’rs turn pale, and droop ; 
Or fell the bearded corn, till gleaners stoop 
Under fat sheaves, — or blast the piny grove; — 

But here thou slralt not harm this pretty group. 
Whose lives are not so frail and feebly wove. 

But leased on Nature's loveliness and love. 

“ ’Tis these that free the small entangled fly. 
Caught in the venom'd spider’s crafty snare ; — 
These be the petty surgeons that apply 
The healing bal.ams to the wounded haie. 

Bedded in bloody fern, no mature's care! — 

These be providers for the orphan brood. 

Whose tendci mothci hath been slain in air. 
Quitting with gaping hill her darlings’ food. 

Hard by the verge of her domestic wood. 

** 'Tis these befriend the timid trembling stag. 
When, with a bursting heart beset with fears. 

He feels his saving speed begin to flag ; 

For then they quench the fatal taint with tear*. 

And prompt fresh shifts in his alarum’d ears. 

So piteously they view all bloody morts; 

Or if the gunner, with his arm, appears. 

Like noisy pyes and jays, with harsh reports. 

They warn the wild fowl of his deadly sport*. 
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•* For these are kindly ministers of nature. 

To soothe all covert huits and dumb distress ; 
Pretty they be, and very small of stature, — 

For mercy still cou-oiis with littleness; — 
Wherefore the sum of good is still the less. 

And mischief grossest in this world of wrong ; — 

So do these charitable dwsufs redress 
The tenfold ravages of giants strong. 

To whom great malice and great might belong. 

"Likewise to them are Poets much beholden 
For secret fauuns in the midnight glooms; 

Brave Spenser quaff'd out of their goblets golden, 
Anri saw their tables spicad of prompt mushroom*, 
And heard their horns of honeysuckle blooms 
Sounding upon the air most soothing soft. 

Like humming bees busy about the brooms, — 

And glanced this fair queen's witchery full oft. 

And in her magic wain soar’d far aloft. 

*• Nay I myself, though mortal, once was nursed 
By fairy gossips, friendly at my birth. 

And in my childish ear glib Mab rehearsed 
tier breezy travels round our planet’s girth. 

Telling me wonders of the moon and earth ; 

My gramarye at her grave lay I conn’d. 

Where Puck hath been convened to make me mirth 
I have had from Queen Tirania tokens fond. 

And toy’d with Obcron’s permitted wand. 
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“With figs and plums and Persian dates they fed me, 
And delicate cates after my sunset meal, 

And took me by my childish hand, and led me 
i By craggy rocks crested with keeps oi steel, 
j Wlio-ic awful bases deep dark woods conceal. 

Staining some dead lake with their verdant dyes : 

And when the West spaikled at Phoebus’ wheel. 

With fairy euphrasy they purged mine eyes. 

To let me see their cities in the skies, 

j 

! ’Twas they first school’d my young imagination 
To take its flights like any new-fledged biid, 

And show’d the span oi winged meditation 
Stretch’d wider than things grossly seen or hvvul. 

With sweet swift Aiiel how I soar’d and stin’d 
The frag! ant blooms of spiritual bonrs ! 

1 ’Twas they endear’d what I have still p»eferr’d, 
j Nature’s blest attributes and balmy pow’rs 

Her hills and vales and brooks, sweet birds and flow’rs ! 

“Wherefore with all true royalty and duty 
Will 1 regard them in my honouring rhyme, 
j With love for love, and homages to beauty, 

I And magic thoughts gathei’J in night’s cool clime, 
i With studious verse trancing the dragon Time, 

Strong as old Merlin’s necromantic spell 1 . ; 

So these dear monarch s of the summer’s prime 
Shall live unstartled l>y bis dreadful yells. 

Till shrill larks warn them to their flower)' cells.” 
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Look how a poison’d man turns livid black, 
Drugg’d with a cup of deadly hellebore. 

That seta his horrid features all at rack. 

So seem’d these words into the ear to pour 
Of ghastly Saturn, answering with a roar 
Of mortal p.tin and spite and utmost 1 age. 
Wherewith his grisly aim he laiscd once more, 
And bade the cluster’d sinews all engage. 

As if at one fell stroke to wreck an age. 

Whereas the blade flash’d on the dinted ground, 
Down through ids steadfast foe, yet made no scar 
On that immoital Shade, or death-like wound ; 
But Time was long benumb’d, and stood a-jur. 
And then with baffled rage took flight afar. 

To weep his hint in some Cimmciiau gloom, 

Or meaner fames (like mine) to mock and mar, 
Or sharp his scythe for royal strokes of doom. 
Whetting its edge on some old Caesar’s tomb. 

Howbcit he vanish’d in the forest shade. 

Distantly heard as if some grumbling pard. 

And, like Nymph Echo, to a sound decay’d ; — 
Meanwhile the fays cluster’d the gracious Bard, 
The darling centre of their deal regard: 

Besides of sundry dances on the green. 

Never was mortal man so brightly starr’d, 

Or won such pretty homages, I ween. 

"Nod to him. Elves ! ” cues the melodious queen. 



2c6 


THE I’LEA OF THE 


“Nod to him, Elves, and flutter round about him. 
And quite enclose him with your pretty crowd. 
And touch him lovingly, for that, without him. 

The bilk-worm now had spun our tireary shioud • 
But he hath all dispersed Death’s tearful cloud, 

And Time’s dread effigy scared quite aw r ay : 

Bow to him then, as though to me ye bow’d, 

And his dear wishes prospei and obey 
Wherever love and wil can find a way ! 

“ ’Noint him with fairy dew of magic savouis. 
Shaken from orient buds still pearly wet, 

Roses and spicy pinks, — and, of all favouis. 

Plant in his walks the puiple violet. 

And meadow-sweet under the edge-, set. 

To mingle breaths with dainty eglantine 
And honeysuckles sweet,— noi yet lot get 
Some pastoral flowery chaplets to < ntwine, 

To vie the thoughts about his brow benign ! 

“Let no wild things astonish him or leal him. 

But tell them all how mild he i« of heart. 

Till e’en the timid haies go frankly near him. 

And eke the dappled does, yet never stait ; 

Nor shall their fawns into the thickets dart. 

Nor wiens forsake their nests among the leaves. 

Nor .speckled thru-dies flutter far apait ; — 

But bid the sacred swallow haunt his eaves, 

To guard his roof ftoni lightning and from thieves. 
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“ Or when lie goes the nimble squirrel’s visitor. 

Let the brown hermit biing his hoarde<l nuts. 

For, tell him, this is Nature’s kind Inquisitor, — 

Though man keeps cautious doors that conscience shuts. 
For conscious wrong all cuiious quest rebuts, — 

Nor yet shall bees uncase their jealous stings, 

However he may watch their straw-built huts ; — 

So let him learn the crafts of all small tilings, 

‘Which he will hint most aptly when he sings.” 

Here she leaves oflj and with a graceful hand 
Waves thrice three .splendid circles round his head ; 
Which, though deserted by the radiant wand. 

Wears still the glory which her waving shed, 

Such as erst crown’d the old Apostle’s head. 

To show the thoughts, theic harboui’d, were divine. 

And on immortal contemplations fed : — 

Goodly it was to see that glory shine 
Around a brow so lofty and benign ! — 

Goodly it was to see the elfin brood 
Contend for kisses of his gentle hand. 

That had their moital enemy withstood. 

And stay’d their lives, fast ebbing with the sand. 

Long while this stiife engaged the pretty band ; 

But now bold Chanticleer, from farm to farm. 

Challenged the dawn creeping o’er eastern land. 

And well the fairies knew that shrill alarm. 

Which sounds the knell of every selfish charm. 
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And soon the rolling mist, that ’gan arise 
From plushy mead and undiscover’d sticam. 
Earth’s morning incense to the early skies. 
Crept o’er the failing landscape of my dream. 
Soon faded then the Phantom of my theme — 
A shapeless shade, that fancy disavow’d, 

And shrank to nothing in the mist extreme. 
Then flew Titania, — and her little crowd. 
Like flocking linnets, vanish’d in a crowd. 


TO A SLEEPING CHILD. 


On, *tis a touching tiling, to make one weep,— 
A tender infant with its curtain’d eye, 

^Breathing as it would neither Jive nor die 
With that unchanging countenance of sleep ! 

As if its silent dream, seiene and deep. 

Had lined its slumber with a still blue sky 
So that the passive cheeks unconscious lie 
With no more life than roses — just to keep 
The blushes warm, and the mild, odorous breath. 
O blossom boy ! so calm i& thy repose. 

So sweet a compromise of life and death, 

’Tis pity those fair buds should e’er unclose 
For memory to stain their inward leaf. 

Tinging thy dreams with unacquainted grief. 
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II. 

Tiiine eyelids slept so beau teou sly, I deem’d 
No eyes could wake so beautiful as they : 

Thy rosy cheeks in such still slumbers lay, 

1 love their peacefulness, nor ever dream'd 
Of dimples: — for those parted lips so seem’d, 

1 never thought a smile could sweetlier play. 

Nor that so graceful life could chase away 

Thy graceful death, — till those blue eyes upbeam’d 

Now slumber lies in dimpled eddies drown’d. 

And roses bloom more rosily for joy. 

And odorous silence ripens into .sound. 

And fingers move to sound. — All-beauteous boy.' 
How thou do-it waken into smiles, and prove. 

If not more lovely, thou art more like Love! 


VERSES IN AN ALBUM. 

Far above the hollow 
Tempest, and its moan, 
Singeth bright Apollo 
In his golden zone, — 

Cloud doth never shade him. 
Nor a storm invade him. 

On his ioyous throne. 
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So when I behold me 
In an oib as bright, 

How thy soul cloth fold me 
In its throne of light ! 
Sorrow never painetb. 

Nor a care attained!, 

To that blessed height. 


THE FORGE. 

A ROMANCE OF TllIC TROV AGE. 

Part I. 

Iuke a dead man gone to his shroud. 

The sun has sunk in a coppery cloud, 

And the wind is ;iung squally and loud 
With many a stormy token, — 

Playing a wild funereal a»r, 

Through the branches bleaK, bereaved, and bare* 
To the dead leaves dancing here and there — 

In short if die truth were spoken. 

It's an ugly night for anywhere. 

But an awful one for the Brocken 

For oh ! to stop 
On that mountain top, 

After the dews of evening drop. 

Is always a dieary folic— 
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Then what must it be when nature groan*. 

And the very mountain murmurs and moan* 

As if It writhed with the cholic — 

With other strange supernatural tones. 

From wood, and water, and echoing stones. 

Not to forget unburied bones — 

Jn a region so diabolic! 

A place where he whom we call Old Scratch, 

By help of hi* Witches — a precious batch — 

Gives midnight concerts and sermons. 

In a Pulpit and Orchestra built to match, 

A plot right worthy of him to hatch. 

And well adapted, he knows, to catch 
The musical, mystical Germans! 

However it*s quite 
As wild a night 

As ever was known on that sinister height 
Since the Demon-Dance was morriced — ■ 

The earth is dark, and the sky is scowling. 

And the blast through the pines is howling and growling 
As if a thousand wolves were prowling 
About in the old Black Fokest ! 

Madly, sadly, the Tempest raves 
Through the narrow gullies and hollow caves. 

And bursts on the rocks in windy waves. 
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Like the billows that row 
On a gusty shore 

Mourning over the mariners’ graves^— 
Nay, more like a frantic lamentation 
From a howling set 
Of demons met 
To wake a dead relation. 


Badly, madly, the vapours fly 
Over the dark distracted sky, 

At a pace that no pen can paint ! 

Black and vague like the shadows of dreamy 
Scudding ovt-i the moon that seems. 

Shorn of hair her usual beams, 

As pale as if she would faint t 


The lighting flashes. 

The thunder crashes. 

The trees encounter with horrible clashes. 
While rolling up from marish and bog, 
Rank and rich. 

As from Stygian ditch. 

Rises a foul sulphureous fog. 

Hinting that Satan himself is agog,~ 

But leaving at once his heroical pitch, 
The night is a very had night in which 
You wouldn't turn out a dog. 
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Yet ONE there is abroad in the storm, 

And whenever by chance 
Tiie moon gets a glance, 

She spies the Traveller’s lonely form, * 

Walking, leaping, striding along. 

As none can do but the super-strong ; 

And flapping his arms to keep him warm. 

For the breeze from the North is a regular atarver. 
And to tell the truth. 

More keen, in sooth. 

And cutting than any German carver! 

However, no time it is to lag. 

And on he scrambles from crag to crag. 

Like one determined never to flag — 

Now weathers a block 
Of jutting rock, 

With hardly loom for a toe to wag ; 

But holding on by a timber snag. 

That looks like the arm of a friendly hag ; 

Then stooping under a drooping bough. 

Or leaping over some horrid chasm, 

Enough to give any heart a spasm ! 

And sinking down a precipice now, 

Keeping his feet the Deuce knows how. 

In spots whence all creatures would keep aloof. 
Except the Goat, with his. cloven hoof. 

Who clings to the shallowest ledge as if 
He grew like the weed on the face of the cliff ! 
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So down, still down, the Traveller goes. 

Safe as the Chamois amid his snows. 

Though fiercer than ever the hurricane blows, 
And round him eddy, with whirl and whizz. 
Tornadoes of hail, and sleet, and rain. 

Enough to bewilder a weaker brain. 

Or blanch any other visage than his. 

Which spite of lightning, thunder, and hail, 
The blinding sleet and the freezing gale. 

And the horrid abyss, 

If his foot should miss. 

Instead of tending at all to pale. 

Like cheeks that feel the chill of affiight — 
Remains the very reverse of white ! 


His heart is granite — his iron nerve 
Feels no convulsive twitches ; 

And as to bis foot, it does not swerve, 

Tho’ the Screech-Owls art flitting about him that serve 
For parrots to Brocken Witches ! 

Nay, full in his very path he spies 

The gleam of the Were Wolfs horrid eyes* 

But if his members quiver — 

It is not for that — no, it is not for that— 

Nor rat. 

Nor cat. 

As black as your ha;. 
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Nor the snake that hiss’d, nor the toad that spat* 
Nor glimmering candles of dead men’s fat. 

Nor even the flap of the Vampire Bat, 

No anserine skin would rise thereat. 

It’s the cold that makes Him shiver I 

So down, still down, through gully and glen. 
Never trodden hy foot of men. 

Past the Eagle’s nest and the She- Wolf s den. 
Never caring a jot how steep 
Or how narrow the track he has to keep. 

Or how wide and deep - 
An abyss to leap. 

Or what may fly, or walk, or creep, 

Down he hurries through darkness and storm 
Flapping his arms to keep him warm — 

Till threading many a pass abhonent. 

At last he reaches the mountain gorge, 

And takes a path along hy a torrent — 

The very identical path, hy Sf. George ! 

Down which young Fridolin went to the Forge, 
With a message meant for his own death-warrant 1 

Young Fridolin; young Fridolin! 

So free from sauce, and sloth, and sin. 

The best of pages 
Whatever their ages. 

Since first that singular fashion came in— 
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Not he like those modern and idle young gluttons 
With little jackets, so smart and spruce. 

Of Lincoln green, sky-blue, or puce — 

A little gold lace you may introduce — 

Very showy, but as for use. 

Not worth so many buttons 1 

Young FriJolin ; young Fridolin ! 

Of his duty so true a fulfiiler — 

But here we need no farther go 
For whosoever desires the Tale to know. 
May read it all in Schiller. 

Faster now the Traveller speeds. 

Whither his guiding beacon leads. 

For by yonder glare 
In the murky air. 

He knows that the Eiscn Hutte is there ! 

With its sooty Cyclops, savage and grim. 

Hosts, a guest had better forbear. 

Whose thoughts aie set upon dainty fare — 

But stiff with cold in every limb, 

The Furnace Fire is the bait for Him f 
Faster and faster still he goes. 

Whilst redder and redder the Welkin glows. 

And the lowest clouds that scud in the sky 
Get crimson fringes in flitting by. 

Till lo! amid the lurid light. 

The darkest object intensely dark. 
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Just where the bright is intensely bright. 

The Forge, the Forge itself is in sight. 

Like die pitch-black hull of a burning bark. 
With volleying smoke, and many a spark. 
Vomiting fire, red, yellow, and white ! 

Restless, quivering tongues of flame 1 
Heavenward striving still to go. 

While others, reversed in die stream below. 
Seem seeking a place we will not name. 

But well that Traveller knows the same. 
Who stops and stands. 

So rubbing his hands. 

And snuffing the rare 
Perfumes in the air. 

For old familial- odours are there. 

And then direct by the shortest cut. 

Like Alpine Marmot, whom neither rut. 
Rivers, rocks, nor thickets rebut. 

Makes his way to die blazing hut ! 


Part II. 

Idly watching the Furnace-flames, 
The men of the stithy 
Are in their smithy. 
Brutal monsters, with bulky frame* 
Beings Humanity scarcely claim* 



THE FORGE. 


xi8 


But hybrids rather of demon race, 

Unbless'd by the holy rite of grace. 

Who never had gone by Christian names, 

Mark, or Matthew, Peter, or James — 

Naked, foul, unshorn, unkempt. 

From touch of natural shame exempt. 

Things of which Delirium lias dreamt — 

But wj^efore dwell on these verbal sketches, 
WhSBfcaced wkh frightful truth and vigour. 
Costume, attitude, face, and figure, 

Retsch has drawn the very wretches ! 

However, there they lounge about. 
The grim, gigantic fellows. 

Hardly hearing the storm without. 
That makes so very dreadful a rout; 
For the constant roar 
From the furnace door. 

And the blast of the monstrous bellows \ 

Oh, what a scene 
That Forge had been 
For Salvator Rosa’s study ! 

With wall, and beam, and post, and pin, 

And those ruffianly cieatures, like Shapes of Sin, 
Hair, and eyes, and rusty skin, 

Illumed by a light so ruddy 
The Hut, and whatever there is therein. 

Looks ei tlier red-hot or bloody l 
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And, oh ! to hear the frequent burrt 
Of strange, extravagant laughter. 

Harsh and hoarse, ? 

And resounding perforce 
From echoing roof and rafter ! 

Though curses, the worst 
That ever were curst. 

And threats that Cain invented the first. 

Come growling the instant after ! 

But again the livelier peal is rung. 

For the Smith, hight Salamander, 

In the jargon of some ijjftmc tongue. 

Elsewhere never said or sung, 

With^e voice of a Stentor in joke has flung 
Some cumbrous sort 
Of sledge -hammer retort 
At Red Beard the crew’s commander. 

Some frightful jest — who knows how wild. 

Or obscene, from a monster so defiled. 

And a horrible mouth, of such extent. 

From flapping ear to ear it went, 

And showed such tusks whenever it smiled—* 

The very mouth to devour a child ! 

But fair or foul the jest gives birtli 
To another bellow of demon miath. 

That far outroars the weather. 

As if all the Hyenas that prowl the earth 
Had clubb’d their laughs together. 



*10 the forge. 

And lo ! In the middle of all the din. 

Not seeming to care a single pin. 

For a prospect so volcanic, 

A Stranger steps abruptly in. 

Of an aspect rather Satanic : 

And he looks with a grin, at those Cyclops 
Who stare and grin again at him 
With wondrous little panic. 

Then up to the Furnace the stranger goes, 

Eager to thaw his ears and nose. 

And warm his frozen fingers and toes— 

While each succeeding minute. 

Hotter and hotter the Smithy grows, 

And seems to declare. 

By a fiercer glare. 

On wall, roof, floor, and everywhere. 

It knows the devil U in it 1 

Still not a word 
Is uttered or heard. 

But the beetle-brow^ Foreman nods and winks, 
Much a3 a shaggy old Lion blinks. 

And makes a shift 
To impart his drift 

To a smoky brother, who joining the links. 
Hints to the third tire tiling he think9 j 




A n«? whatever It be, 

They all agree 

Iu smiling with faces full of glee. 

As if about to enjoy High Jinks. 

What sort of tricks they mean to play 
By way of diversion, who can say, 

Of such ferocious and barbarous folk, 

Who chuckled, indeed, and never spoke 
Of burning Robert the Jiiger to coke, 

Except as a capital practical joke ! 

Who never thought of Mercy, or heard her. 

Or any gentle emotion felt ; 

But hard as the iron they had to melt. 

Sported with Danger and romp’d with Murder! 

Meanwhile the Stranger — 

The Brocken Ranger, 

Besides another and hotter post. 

That renders him not averse to a roast,— 

Creeping into the Furnace almost, 

Has made himself as warm as a toast— 

When, unsuspicious of any danger, 

And least of all of any such maggot, 

As treating his body like a faggot, 

All at once he is seized and shoven 
In pastime cruel, 

Like so much fuel, 

Headlong into the blaming oven! 
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In he goes ! with a frightful shout 
Mock’d by the rugged ruffianly band. 

As round the Furnace mouth they stand. 

Bar, and shovel, and ladle in hand. 

To hinder their Butt from crawling out. 
Who making one fierce attempt, but vain. 
Receives such a blow 
From Red-Beard’s crow 
As crashes the skull and gashes the brain. 
And blind, and dizzy, aud stunn’d with pain, 
With merely an interjectional “ oh !” 

Back he rolls in the flames again. 


" Ha ! Ha ! Ho ! Ho ! ” That second fell 
Seems the very best joke of all. 

To judge by the roar. 

Twice as loud as before, 

That fills the Hut, from die roof to the floor. 

And flies a league or two out of the door 
Up the mountain and over the moor, — 

But scarcely the jolly echoes they wake 
Have well begun 
To take up the fun. 

Ere the shaggy Felons have cause to quake. 

And begin to feel that the deed they have done. 
Instead of being a pleasant one. 

Was a very great error — and no mistake. 



THE FORCE. 


For why ? — in lien * 

Of its former hue, ^ 

So natural, warm, and florid, ' 

The Furnace burns of a brimstone blue, 

And instead of the couleur de rose it threw, 

With a cooler reflection, — -justly due — 

Exhibits each of the Pagan crew. 

Livid, ghastly, and horrid ! 


But vainly they close their guilty eyes 
Against prophetic fears ; 

Or with hard and horny palms devise 
To dam their enormous ears — 

There are sounds in the air. 

Not here or there. 

Irresistible voices everywhere, 

No bulwarks can ever rebut, 

* And to match the screams. 

Tremendous gleams. 

Of HorrorB that like the phantoms of dreams 
' They see with their eyelids shut I 

For awful coveys of terrible things. 

With forked tongs and venomous stings, 

On hagweed, broomsticks, and leathern wings, 
Are hovering round the Hut ! 

%apes, that within the focus bright 
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Of the Forge, are like shadows and blots; 
But farther off, in the shades of night. 
Clothed with then own phosphoric light. 
Are seen in the darkest spots. 


Sounds ! that fill the air with noises, 

Strange and indescribable voices. 

From Hags, in a diabolical clattei — 

Cats that spit curses, and apes that chatter 
Scraps of cabalistical nutter — 

Owls that sci etch, and dogs that yell— 
Skeleton hounds that will never be fatteiw 
All the domestic tubes of Hell, 

Shiitking for fb»h to tear and tatter, 

Hones to shatter. 

And limb' to scatter. 

And who it is that must furnish the latter 
Those blue-loot log Men know well 1 
Those blue-looking men that huddle together. 
For all their sturdy limbs and thews. 

Their unshorn locks, like Nazarjne Jews, 
And buffalo bcaids, and hides of leather. 
Huddled all in a heap together. 

Like timid lamb, and ewe, and wether. 

And as females say, 

In a similar way. 

Fit for knocking down with a feather ! 


THE FORGE, 


In and out, in and out, 

The gathering goblin* hover about, 
EtrVy minute augmenting the rout ; 



For like a ‘.poll 
The unearthly smell 

That fume* from the Furnace, <hitnn< y and mouth, 
Praw^ them in - -.in nf**«n.il 1 anion — 

From East, and West, and Nm-ili, and South, 

I/ike caitiou bilds f s * .ni *i y region, 

Till not a yuid scju. ie 
Ol I he siH. ,dng ah 
But has a Demon o, two foj it-, shm 
Breathing Any. woe, and do p.i;u 
Never, never \va. -uc!> 

It beat* the ver/ W.iljnip, 1 . Nigh*- 
Displayed in the ■ ,r >rv of Doer »■ Fail* ‘us, 

To» die sio-no to describe 
Ot lh<* awful tiihe, 

Jf we were tivo < Jothe's, w<»ul 1 quite «. eh nut us 1 

Siiff.ce it, amid that dieuy sw.it m. 

There mu-ters each foul npul-ivc !oim 
That ever a fancy overvv.um 
Begot in its worst dchnurn ; 

Besides some others of motistiou' 5 si/.**. 

Never befoie revealed to eye.. 

Of the genus Megathei h',.i * 

Meanwhile the demons, tiMiy and had, 

Gorgon, Chimera, Harpy, and Ghoul, 


THE FORGE. 




Are not contented to jibber and howl 
As a dirge for their late commander; 
lint one of the bevy — witch or wizard, 
.Disguised as a monstrous Hying lizard. 
Springs on the grisly Salamander, 

Who stoutly fights, and struggles, and kicks. 
And tries the best of his vvi tailing tricks. 

No paltry strife. 

But lor life, dear lilo, 

Ilut the ruthless talons refine to unfix. 

Till far beyond a >urgic.il case, 

Willi startling eyes, and Mark in the face, 
Down he tumbles a> den! ,e> bricks 1 

A pi eft y ‘‘gl.i for In' > mates to \iev. J 
Those tli i f .'V inirdeieis looking mj bill', 

A >•! foi him above aii, 

Red -In aided a. id tail. 

With whom, at that very i irticuiar nick. 
Then* is such an unlucky crow to pick, 

A'i the one r[ jion did the trick 
In a intent bloody afTaii — 

No v.onder feeling a little* sick. 

With pulses beating uncommonly quick, 

And breath he neve’ found so thick. 

He longs for the open uii 1 


Three paces, or four. 
And he gains the door ; 
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• But ere he accomplishes one, 

The sound of a blow romes heavy and dirt*, 
And clasping’ his fingers round his skull — 
However the deed was done, 

That gave him that florid 
Red ga~h on the forehead — 

With a roll of the vy halls perfectly hom'd, 
Thuie's a tremulous quiver, 

The last death-shivc:, 

And Red- Ilea; (I s cninse is run ! 

H.dloo 1 Halloo! 

'1 hey have done fot two ! 

But a heavy ish jo!) remains to Jn ! 

Foi yonder, *deJge and -ho\ el in hand. 
Like el Jet .Sons < f Giant 1)< span, 

A couple v»t t , y^°P‘' m ‘ l ke a stand. 

Ami fie i eel y hammering here and there*. 
Keep at bay the Powers of Air — 

But desperation is all in vain ! — 

They faint— they choke. 

For the sulphurous snn*ko 
Is poisoning* heart, and Jung, and brain. 
They reel, they sink they gasp, they srnothet 
One foi a moment survives his brothel. 

Then rolls a corpse* across the other ! 

Hulloo! Hulloo I 
And Hullabaloo ! 

There is only one more thing to do — 
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A i*d seized by beak, anti talon, and claw* ’ 
Bony hand, and hairy paw, 

Yea, crooked horn, and tuskyjaw. 

The f'« *ui huge Bodies are haul’d and slioven 
Each aitci each in the mating oven ! 


That, Eisen Ilutle i standing '-.till. 

Go to the ll.i.t/ v 1 1 * ”ii vt t yon will. 

And there it i l be-dJ» ;» hill, 

And a rapid r r» . ».n rha* turn, mane a mill ? 

The sell-urn* Foi yt Til hiv'vy it a*' sight— 
Casing ujny.ud, day and night. 

I'iames of it 1, and jel’.'w, end white I 

Ay, half a mile from the mountain goige. 

Time it K the famous Foigc, 

With its Furnace,— the sann that blazed of yO'V, 
Hugely fed with fuel and ore; 

But ever si net that tunundou'* Revel, 

Wintevei Tion is melted theudn, — 

A<- i't.welh rs know who have been to Berlin— 
Is all in blctt k as the Devil I 
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?,':■. A SONG FOR THE MILLION. 

/*■ *' ' on wn helm’s METHOD. 

p • '. 

’ There’s a Music aloft in rbc air 
" As if Che rubs weie humming n song. 

Now it's high, now it’'' low, l-eie an 1 then*, 

• There’s a Harmony fl« suing along ! 

*’• While the stivpLs :u «_ loud in. tin ir joy, 

To the turn of the hells' »:ng- l-diug, 

Let t.s chime in ,i pc il, one and all. 

For we all should he aide to $irg 

l Jii!J,iMi:.!u«i! 

We are C'h.i* ; Dc'.tiu*’ti%< s and iodises. 

We are KaclnvS. ‘1 oiies, and Whigs, 
tVe are Chmrhman, Dissentei s, \vk»t not, 

We oi e* a>scs, ruts, monkeys and pigs. 

But in spice of the ‘■l.mdcioi's names 
Partisans on each oth< r will ti'itg. 

Tho’ in conroul we cannot ng't*\ 

Yet we all in a chorus shall sing 
^ Hnltahbaloo ! 


We may not have a happy New Year, 
I'A '' Be perplex’d by all pos-thle ills--- 

^ - *i p 

Find the bread and the nuat vuy dear, 
"t; And he troubl- d with verv hard bills — 


**' # ■ 1 j ,v v 

A SONG FOR THE 

Yet like linnets, rock* rob in 8 and wrens, ■ ■' ' '''f^h’Wd 

, - „, V , ,? c v ,‘^j 

Larks, and nightingales joyous in Spring, ■" 

Or the finch* s saluting tiieir hens, - 

Sun* we all should be able to sing * ' 

Hullahbaloo f 

Wl have made a Lilli put purse, ' 'Kj 

And the c)u*ng< in the putsr very small, ' ( d 

And oui notes may no 4 , y i*a. at the* Bank, , v*y 

But they’re current at !v.» t* • Hall! 

Then a hg for foul we.i'lvi and 

And whatever Miri n Mnc m ,\ bring, 

if we go to tb ■ do r s _. Li- ,► ih,' dog* f { < 

In a pack va at: .-rde n. smg 

1 lullalibaloot 

Though tii* n.,.’, be wot n vsith a badge— 

Or the kiKhiii ijc pih'e lot a prig — 

Or the Hu it in * et sim i , tl .. \\.,rii-- \V ; 

Then's the Gam 1 t mi little and big! 

O then untie tic Is and j ft , young and old, , , 

For of tomse it\- a \t»iv hue thing, ^ 

; 

Spite of MLrrv, \ [iio; r < *, and cold, / / 

That we all are so able *o ring “i-jL* 

Hullalibaloo I -h >#rj 


Then* are Demons to worry the rich, _ 

Tlvre are monster* to tojturc the poor, riv£>?^ 

There’s tiic \Voim that will gnaw at the heart, 

There s the VWU" that will come to the door! ^ 
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... JWe may even be short of the cash 
-r; 'Tot the tax to a queen or a Ling, 


. And the broker may sell ofTom beds, 

^ , , . 

Hullahbaloo f 


, , /*'■? ■ But we still shall be al>le to sing 

w • , 


There’s Con-ump-ion to wither the weak, 

There are ft vus that .humble the stout— 

A disease may be sife v.'-'di the young. 

Or a pestilein.c uull.hi? about — 

Desolation nuy \nJt oui lines. 

And old Div th’s pi.raphoiicJ sting 
May ilispo. f id the »haii ,i t of wins, 

But we all shall be able to dug 

HulLiibaloo! 



We may farm at ,i very high rent, 

And wit*' gm'*i> nuiiivc an inch detp. 

We may how , whether broadcast or drill. 

And have only th<- whiilwi-iJ to reap, 

All our coin may he spoiled in the ear. 

And our bams be ignited by K v ving, 

And our sheep may die oil with the rot. 

But we all shall be aid* h/ sing 

Ilullahbaloo! 


IjC 
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Our acquaintance may cut us direct. 
Even Love may become lathu cold. 
And a friend of our tarKci )v >n 
May look shy at the coat that is old; 


S' A SONG FOR TFtE 
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We may not have a twig or a straw, ■. 

Not a reed wbue affection may cling, 

Not a d< g lot out love*. 01 a cat. 

But we Mill .shall he able to sing 

J fullahbaloo ! 

art jiatliu with wau Hog ami want, 

Smv an* bumi:*/, wait hluhiwd shame; 

Some It. 1 .' .■ b>M all they I ..•> t u the v*"rtid, 

Aiul ate hank', tv 1 .. it h iti« .mu n mie. 

Som ■ have vs.i.ted .v i • • '*■.>.( in ti..A - 
A i ,! by jMMig at all .»s *la tin.* , 

Some havi ie-a .. .o'. \ ‘ u> Llotioc; 

Bur tiny ah w 'll I . ... ■, ■„ . 

Jful'ahbaloo! 

Some ate d- . n 10 V, . -b t .{ IV,. >» 

And . t . .. i '•! *\ 'i u.u.t. of h; 

'! hat fit y .n •> m .*< h-.p wt ,• t •; 

Ol ll)( Jij'.f >! O'Jie |M* *f i a tvl ktl.h J 
’Jo flu K»‘ |)lt‘ «>i ks-bi- ,,.Ki /.line 
We aie iif -t f/i’rij' ur> in a ii'my; 

Ami to ^on „ even 11 tier, ?uris black, 
lint wt all .dial! In aM‘ ro -arg 

lhillahbaloo! 

We rn'iv <;i\( up ti.e with (\tlv. 

Am 1 th‘la .1 l ,4 ;le lioj**' I *• <! would ‘top. 

Wen 1 \ stuvi \ <{ l . DiNpait — 

From tb.e \\iy blue <kv w*~ may drop, y 
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By some sudden bewildering blow 
Stricken down like a bird on the wing, — 

Ot with heart-. breaking surd) and «dow — 

But we all shall be able to sing 

Iluihilibaloo ! 

Oh! no matUM bow wretched vve be, 

How Ul-lodjiM, ol jII < I i.l, 01 i!!-kd. 

Am! with oub r one tile h>r vol,-— 

*’! ha** we ri"y a hour <*n tin be id: 

We m<i) ni-tlv wid- a veiy had rohl, 

Or a tlnoir t l:.i «. ’*> .1 d. v ,i. a ling, — 

Then"- live Street ,n the bt.u/e im ns all, 

For weal! shall *«• abb to sing 

Huliahhaloo ! 


Then \ a Mu Ic .dob i’» f!ie ah. 

As if C’iieiubs wuo humming a j>ong 
Now ir‘s hij 1 ,!', ihav it*' low, hut a*-d there. 
There's all union y fl, filing along r 
"While the pies an* loud jn tin ir joy. 

To the tune ol the In lid i hig-a -ding. 

Let us chime in v peal ora and all. 

For we all thouhl he aide to sing 


Ifuilahlriloo 1 





COME, TAKE THY PENCIL. 


* Cdme, take thy pencil — paint rpv love 
Mott tender tiuu most tender clove ; 
Snfliisi* her cheek® with that warm glow 
Would fain on lou*r hope be'.fow ; 

And make it fitrjnenl pc anJ tome 
I3;:^k to and ItO'n it shji'ful home. 

I -ay on hej tospiu’ th it t.f truth, 

The Vespei 11} mi. rf \hgiu youth. 

Shi' loves t'.cl* < v , i.i »-> ns praise, 

To lisp tc So! Jim ..■.■m. * i ,i\ s ; 

And hide :h:t s. n ^ r, oni vulgar me". 
With is. 1 ( n •> mi st hall-ivi’d imv 
B y vl «; M 'V of j'.’lhii-, < Iji^c 

A' l'l. n >0 tin. Cr*, r/ /, f {i- ,'j. 

Fi.tjo fnos. lips 4 * 'nU‘Ur ; 

Hound th* m hV ns..’: <zvi I’utU . 

T u 1 i< i fond viiujituon' 1 1 in 
IV Ionic! a ctimpii , he.ots to pin ; 

And nuke ti»y maun in.ut upiear 
\ lic.artst.i f Miiu h hiiic! each teat [&c.] 
Give, to her lift tin any motion 
Of sunbeams to milling on the ocean; 

1 jy her whit fmgi i > on a harp 
Ot gold, the powci of gloom to warp. 
And if l ! <ou canst. in its wann nest 
Paint, i .lint the hi rut beneath the breast; 
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Mike visible its million springs. 
Nor snap one of it* thousand stiings 
Depict it in a tea 1 -wove guise 
Floating upon a sea of sighs. 

Its hiinJiul eai^ inclined Jo one 
Sweet tale of iuvV \c.. 

r lO CELIA. 


Oil) fictions ^ that Lose I rath eyes 
Yet see-,, u.nliapMj Ji.iy' w.'li none; 
Blind as the night 1 hut hi lion In 
For Love cloth aivv"’ set \\ ith 

To 'mi 'on pijct'- 'ill unveil, 

one t»a: llawi an ai! expend ; 

Bur wJnn wiili teinKiius- we h.ci. 
He bmili'., jiid he- p-. the ci*ue <Io->e J 

But when he’s voined. abused, ostran 
He opes rh«. eye ol • *11 fug 
And all his angd hiui'i :ne dunged 
To demons— and an luted then! 

Yet onct* it happ’d that, -*emi blind, 
He met thee on a summer day. 

And took thee for hL mmhvr kind, 
And frown’d us he was inch’d awair. 





But still lu* saw th.’c shine the same* 
Though In* )i ill ojx’il Ms evil eye. 

Anil form \ il*at nothing hut her shame 
Was h it to i now his mother by ! 


An*l evu ‘■ilia* t i.it morning sun 
lb thinks oi tin i , ami blow." Fate 
'J’liat in r an lool with both on one 
Who hath no »ij ii’ii;, to h.iV*. 


M>?iNfcV. 

A\ I'T’iiVl T. 


Yoiva anient i, in : : willi fail Is.ihm’s truth, 

Sjirtnp wairoji *m h. lit ,;n 1 brienr’ of nrinj, 

Ami ‘-til! a 1 n,u ‘ ue io*v ot tli\ Liml, 

iSj’ire ci the V.'oii-P' i‘ih! '..vrrui !n! Time's tooth, - 

For ah thise gift*. I 1 now not. in f..ii sooth, 

Wiiethif to j»i\e ‘to** >< i y, n l.M tint. blind 

Thine eyes with ti .»* ' th?; T,-u ha'f tint resign'd 

Tin: (las.ionati hu .iiiii te-nen* ' ol »1 v youth : 

For a>. rhe ament o' tby I ‘i bow, 

Gibled hv tiiuic <-i j.uti e: - .tiiiiM, 



‘■hi; 
, ^ 


Tl'i'*n-»h tiosv’rv i.ilh) ' r i.: \i holi'iDine f<*n, 
r i bint bu ,> t ‘d jii t !i_i jny, w in thy woe 
r ' hnce a: v>,i *,1 ihy i.ia , — tb >u ait oniainM 
To share beyond the lot of common nun. 
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THE FORSAKEN. 


The dead arc in their silen: j mvcs. 
And thi dew Is v.*Jd dmv. 

And lii'.' living weep 
Ovu diM that «/.k« v ; »- l* f . 


S’-Wq 
’\v 


Once I f.iiiy w pr tne ih cl. 

But now ii»* in iiu euu-.e my p.iir • ; 

I low (oulj.t thou sn.ii nr* <'n» imv !eai% 
To have me to r*v oats a^.j,-. 

My Moth"t ti i.rniat!i the sod, - 
Re) it‘.r o r.ilrn and vtiy do.p: 

I wish M tiu.i -!n coeU see out hu,. i. — 

But now ’ j,i.»-vVeu in hei -lei p 

Last ni^ht unbound my uvwi locks. 

The morning saw ‘lnni um. d to p«y. 
Once they wete Mu I. 'u.il vull beloved, 
But thou ait eh niged — and so :uc tin y ! 

The useless lock 1 j\:< ( tb oner. 

To gaze upon and tlunl. of me. 

Was ta’en with smile' hut this was torn 
In sorrow that T >iui t<» ihu ! 
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SONG. 


O Lapv. leave thy silken thread 
A ml flowery fapostrie : 

Then-''; living roses on tin hu^h, 

Aral blossoms on rhe tieo ; 
btoop where thou vuh, thy carikss hand 
iV’rne ruml- ■ » bud >\ill meel t 
Thou caint nor tiv.ul, lot tin -ii wilt find 
The dai >y a* thy hx t, 

T'is like the hii;!' j'h of the woild, 

Wkm v i fl iv. 1 • ’ f-n in bloom ; 

The Ji^K : 'U..»h of many dye-., 

Tin ..e i ,il) ;.n i fi.iiie : 

Tiler x hud _u..l whlrc* am* blue — 

M lie \ ty la'.nhow .mva'i 
H aw tmii'il to 1 *!• > I'.f'iiv v luti* they fell. 
And sown <hi eaith with flowers. 




Thou/# L iry te.llp- in the cret, 

7 lie <_.uikn of tin sue ; 

The vi ry *-tK no. leflw: tin lines. 
And hlossr.m a tluv um: 

While Jvl.vin ope- lik* a eiinison rose. 
Still wet with peaih ‘bovver^; 
Then, lady, leave the silken thread 
Thou twiuest into fioweisl 
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LINES. 

Let iv. make a leap my dear. 

In our I<.vr, of nnny a year, 

And date it very f.u away. 

On a Ivighl > k n .nmmur day* 

"When tin' in nt w is like .v •'tin 
To and j.it»h>)o«l new; 

And du- ur % lips a }uit 
Of r fit \ ci » |.»\ iny heat f. 

And the .shining <>( the .*}»• 

I»i.* a to ir by;-- 

When my i nd*u \v< v -all v.i given. 
And my hie d«v,\« d of Ilc.vun. 
Oivuvt let iv u.ckon <.o. 

And love bn all tli.it long ego t 
Each alienee event a vetr e.Hiylete, 
And keep a birthday whin wo moot* 


THE IRISH SCHOOLMASTER. 

Alack! T tis melancholy theme to think 
How Learning doth in rugged -M^r; abide. 
And, like her L>a»>hiul owl, obsaitely blink, 
In pensive glooms and conic is, scarcely spied 


Ttfot, as in Founders’ HalL and domes of pride, 
Served with gmvi homage. like a tragic queen, 
But with one lonely priest rompell’d to hide, ' 
In midst of fog"y moors and niosse* green. 

In that day cabin bight the College of Kilieeti! 




This Cwllt go lookcih South and Wo p t also, 

!>'■< itisc it hath a cast in windows, twain ; 

< 't.i/y and crack'd they he, and wind doth blow 
TIr.ougU transparent hole' in every pane. 

Which l)an, with many pones, pi.Ao 1 whole again 
With n. ‘titer garments, w.huh lu t thrift doth teat h. 
To stand lor glass, like j.,«»n»>’:.:s. .md when rain 
iStormeth, he puts, "er.f'* mote unto the breach,'*— 
Outside and in, *ho’ hi y.»t f > he n.cndcth each. 


And in lie mid .t a door thru* j . 

Whereon a h »i,d th tt d i:h tongiMie :ie 
With painted 1 ate ?s, red ns t I.mki I w;*’. 

Tims written ■* ^biihun tnhrn m ro State:* 

And oft, indeed, the inwirJ ol tli.n gale. 

Most ventrilogue, doth utter tender squeak. 

And moans of i.dants ih.*t bemoan their fate. 

In midst of sou T, J i - of Latin. Fw-nch, and Greek, 
Which, all i 1 the I\i>h tongue, he teacherti them to speak* 

To '* some aic meant to right ilk gal wiongs. 

Ami sonw fv«r Dociois ol Div initio, t 

Whom he doth teach to mar Jet the dead tongues, p 
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some are bred for service of the sea, 
^,y,3B<wbeit* their store of learning is but small, 
^.VFor mickle waste Ik* countetb it would be 
stock a head with bookidi ware* at all. 

Cftbidy to be knocked ofl by ruthless < muon ball. 

- Six babes he {.wavs,— some little and some big, 
t, ' ^Divided into eludes d>. ,d*o. , 

,, 'He keeps a pailour b« -aider a pig, 
l j f , That in the C-dlee • faieth to md io>, 

And picket h i *.» iff lens’ cu.m’.)* b& low, -- 
'' - And < kt! fjv N .ini'-d rudiment. ti.iy '•< m, 

And thus his A, II, C\ d'uh w: el) know — 

- J’lereaftet to be sln»w n i:i t.Li.ir.m. 

And raise riu wonderment <u n^.nv a h:.»n- .! ma*'. 


* ,J Aksot-, he school’ some * ’.me fanihar fowls, 

Whereof, .iho^e his h*’ ul <.om * two or l!n< e 
Sit darkly squatriug, like MincrvaS owls. 

But on the br itudn - ol no !i\ ing tree, 

■ ' And overlook tin- h arued f imdy ; 

f „ While, som-tinn s, P.irtkf, from her gloomy perch, 

* ;*"Drops feather on the now ol Dominie, 

g ?? Meanwhile, with muons iv 1 . tie make 1 resiMrch 
f qjtn leaves of that sour tree oi knmvli dge--now a birch 
?£■ 1 

fy^o c hair he hath, the awful Pedagogue, 

:.^;$uch as would mugisferai h.un - imbed, 
sitteth lowly on a bin rhci 1 ’g, 

■^Siecure in high authority and du/’d : 


tHE mm scKooufWE&f®* 

7 ; ^’TO^SSBil 

Large, as a dome fot learning, seem? hla head, * V$W 
And like Ap«.lh'\ ail beset witn rays, . . 

Because lti ^ Lv ks are so unkempt and red, ■ 

t " 

And stall. 1 a , ’io.L'l in many several ways; ’ 

No bun I noun lie wears, howbeit ins can is baize, 

K: ‘vfjf 

And, nedi nwath, a pair of sba^'y lirows 
OVib.iiv* .i> many eyes of guz ltd line, ' S^jjjj 

Tb.it tnw.nd glbkl of a (owl, ulii-'i bows 
A rriongul tint, tint i- n • blown ne blue , 

His nose, it i 1 a (<>», 1 'o jb» \ w \ 

Well now idled wu\ I'» i.m 1 ( mi, — '} 

For miwJi lie 1 k\ > 1 >> n.Uivi n^.iuit.nu dew; — * ..VX 

But to dtpief tlit «'•’ e w.-idd !.u i., I ween, ' f 'j 

A bottle-tod, In ie. m., as well .is Iiot!l--« , . ( .en. ■ , ■ 


As lo; hi . i >,.r 


■a- !i a iei kin -.h* «i t 

■ V i Mnp , 'vs | i.I , *{ .d 


But u u!« i Hi atb be barb r > ,st. m-i aught, 

•So rbef 'be wind in . * ..tils ; 

Ueleve, li 1 vv« ai s tb. ;u diet gai b • 1 males, 

Of i uinson pis it, l n. i on-pbi.h- -i at tile knee ; 'j, 

Tin nee fin .in >■ doe. n tbe u.u v led p.evjils, „ { 

Of lii'i I'vvii ii.d ei tk : i y ).■» - li. - \,f 

Two sandals, without sob ^ imp., e ids cap-a-pie. 1 >j 

-X i 

Nitl.i. ss. foi digniti. be r.e . d-'lh lap b 

III- function mi a nu'P'teri.! rinvii, 

That •' wsnmn lomir'ies ii it than a map,-—, 

Blue t. at, a >d red, and gre* n, and russet-brown* jl§| 
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I'Besides some blots, standing for country-town ; 
^And eke some u-ni-., fea -rrcams .is, [ \ i\ er> wide; 
sometime., Ini .hful when he looks a down, 
turns the g.iimeut of the (Ft In r side, 

^d&Opefui that s> the hole-, may never }«■ espied! 

>7 {\i And sue he iif>, .iini.r l the little Kuk, 

Irt'llni , ’ 

r. ' That look lor "hadv os h.i 'tinny no »n, 

- 1 

- Within hi-* \ : age, bki as. almanack - - 

sj£V His quiet '■'Onla f o„ t- !!io ; i >.'< sou. boon ; 

I’/jV But when !i<s m *u r h -hoop-. <, l nvi, like l.iiny moon, 

‘i*/ With hon ,J chill e.uh hide lnuit UiiW.mii 1 *, 

" Knowing. that ini in* dinw'is will h-llow soo.t, 

( i. t And with lot. ol iwai v n ti; and .ioir.u 

V/ They sit, hki timid h.i:cs, all tie.n! ling on tin ii lumi 

r' y 

b i ' Ah ! hit kit '■* w ij.fi.! , vl'“ e.iiUiot then r p^at 
• “Coidrnoy ‘ll'iip'y/’- -01 “ Ki, K.i, Kod,” — 

‘ * Fuii 'O on be* t< ais d'a 1 ! ma 1 e ids tin fy -.c.tt 
£ 'b Moie sodden, :!t >’ aSr. nly made e,i wl, 

'V ' *' For Dm shall why hssn with tii. woid o! God,— 

y <? 4 

|s.'r|5 Severe by iuh, and not by nmne imid. 


a never spuih ih- ii,i! . *4 
But spoil* the rod and n -»e 

BOO witli holy l ulc ill - a: 


poll s th ,j chi!d, 
Ik 1 -. jfe.an.iled. 


But surely the jn-t si y woJ m \\ i v-i.tk 
J'fjlUmeo who take cb.ly.hi in <lw! ’■ b ihioe, 
?«< And stripe te.e m-thei-iuchin like a pink 
* !O '-0r tender hyaunth, inscribed with woe; 
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Such bloody Pedagogues, when they shall 
By useless bitches, cli.it foi lorn recess, •*Kt 

* rj 

Which is no holiday, in Pit below, V ^ 

Will hell not c et m design’d for their distress— 

*A nuLnrholy place, that i <• all bottomlessc? ■ «’*>i 

Yet would the Muse not tiiidi the wholesome u$C 

Of needful discipline, in du? deg»vi . 'C 

1 ■>* 

Devoid of sw.ij, wdiat wongs v. ill lime produce 
Whene’er the twig i.imjluV now*- up i fr* e, 

This shall a C\mh *, tli.'t .1 W!n: boy la , 
l'Viocinus leaders of .> I e.d', ' 

And lAvirpine''- In Ip 1,- estd (or ii.Ciniu , * " 

By lawlev. <Ieihs tb..N wish (In !t 1 !i»u.b hands, 

In murdeik! ICi leu w : h Rock’ 1 nuro.* .*us uiimmMt. 


But .ib ( whit shni!\ m y do f h \ »w alum 
'I’he sr >ry low Is that do ed up >n the b-.a.m. 

All sudden dud a. up men t'v brandish’d arm. 
And cackling cli* »i li with • * human scieam; 
Meanwhile, the seoui ge pli..s that unkindly seam 
In Pheliri - brogues, which hares his naked skin, 
Like traitor g..p in w.u*I’<ke loit, I deem, 

That falsely I its the hem besh ger in, 

Nor seeks the Pedag • ,j .t other course to win. 

No patent dtur fa hath meet his cries,'— 

Ahe ! his parent dear is f ir aloof. 

And deep in Seven-Dial cellar lit-s, 

Killed In kind eud'^ei-plav, or gin ofproofi 
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. ' ' 

IW'^tribethji catwisc, on some London roof, 

: ^| Singing', perchance, a lay of Erin’s Me, 

whilst he LiNoats, weaves a fancy-woof. 
^^Dreaminjj he hv? hh hoim —hi. Piuihn\ smile; 

me ! thac luck W. imp, w ho Wv <. peih all the while ! 

*. 

'Ah 1 who can pain: ih.t hud and !\ iiv lime. 

When fit ,r die 'oho! «, ’li-i i*i 1 mui’u ;’■> ti.dn, 

i fVvv, * 

*£jsf , , t ' Ami mounL'i hei ii 1 '™* 1 si « p, cni n<al to climb, 
Lila* soory imp, ?.y huj, p.> t* tior pdu, 

'-'Mv From Mood', tvvi <. .i”'? el .■ thit Indian cane, 

t'u : 

*>*■' WhtU’iu, eJ» 1 :ur ■ n..u’J inn t ' tin '1. 
f ^ty ‘ 'For this, rht. i\!ul* one * Ll ip!i: g* 'bines cli '.in. 
Another w> e.n-'h ■ ] iJK.ihrs f,ll, 

. ^ i ' . 

'Always upon tin* h.M, }<‘i lit lobe W ’ 

i ■ ' Armn a thud. tie. d. iui.ur. i^'t, 

■v- 

Late i.”. idl'd ho»n ! i is tooth !*v eldei chit, 

’ So soon is hum m violence* ,d >o». 

So hardly is d:t h.uinUvs ' it<*i hit' 

5V Meanwhile, the fyi.trr, with uiiMneJy wit 
‘A\ T ' And mouthing face, dcibbs th, ■ null one’s moan, 
Who, all lament ing f<n h*s los,, doth sir, 

Wf/* Alack , — mischance ioiv:. Jilnmiimrs alone, 

aye the wot tied J'g mu-t rue moie curs than one. 

1° 1 tile Pedagogue, with •unldi.n drnh, 
~^'; f fimites his scald head, that i-> ah eady nnc, — 
^V^Superfl uou? wound, ■ c ul1i i> Mi fortunes*'! mh) 
^f^Phostihighi makes i with u* doubled roar. 



' j rnE ikisn scQddOAjijmw 

* ’ *W- 

Anti sheds salt teats twice faster than befhrej:-^^ 
That still wid. h n kward hst he strives to dry';*** 
Washing with hi.uki.-h ntor-tur;*, o’er and o*er, 

"s 

His .uu.Jd;. . he* k, that ;m>ws moic iool thereby/- 
Till J1 ! » i in / i.ue loot «. »riin .is lainy sky. 

So i y vliat ot noise, obtains a p- ace. 

An ; tv-ii li 1 1 uvfn; v! nntfM.vi l.n'H., 

J‘\ mw » v i L .t, es\ hi-’* Inri’i ■ j iitv usee cease, 

I ike ttvi* (*a ini lip with lee-pd hi" it. duck. 

That *et the j'loiii'if'il vi <■'. . !) vvmcJ ; 
y<>! .on the il f!.:; )■ i * r i •»( . . ‘ J ‘hint 
• ,t >r 4 la. k, 


For jp i, J ami ! . 
This kt i ps, an. 1 . 


ij in ‘brine 


Now ill i* im ’ ! >*..;!• .■ Jo* »i- ; i< found, 

The J ion .. n 1 .., o,»e tin * , ..ge ; 

('Sr. Ik it fall .1 'H'ouj'li i> dot!' - pound 
Without a i.iv.l,) hotn ' u k „e sage, 

Now i. !l.*i . h<- of R.»r.u‘s rud« «: ku t age. 
How Vtomfcda- wa* h*ed in v- eg' wv>od, 

By wet-tun wolf, d< oi wolb-li i/ge; 
And laid {oiii>d.nio!i- tone <> ! wa l », of mud. 

But watered if, al -s ! vv«i!» v ■••w haternal blood. 


1 low i ’ < >y wa- sieged like l onJoiidcrry town J 
And 1 ' <ur AJw! J s. tf in morning -car, ; h 

Diagp- d inij'hty llivtoi with a bloody Cidwn* ','4 
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^a|jn3 eke the haul, that sung; of their renown, 

MftSk' garb of Greece mo*t b*\';gar-lil.i and torn, 

paints, -wit fi r >I!y, wandering np and down; * 
'‘"■iferauso, at once, in seven nties !>oi n , 

«o, of palish ti; h*s, wa., all I i. dsys. Union'. 

i;0 * ' 

V Ahon, through old IWi ilud >,,y he s.; 'u i , 
y^ v<: 0* gods d •fimet, u'i-I ail (h.i; pi den h *, 

Bil shuns theii ( .e eiJ Join .omuls, .rid diows 
V, ; Hiw Plato \vi>e, n\ ! rlee-ey ■! c xian-s 

Confess'd n' t ro ih.tn nth* a I *.i»s > .-h, s • 

\ '■ Bit rhro* the eloii.S of ijv Oiw >[>se -ope 
B< it Id St r.'M f virli hi* fe*g f fy*., 

Ard own’d “In ii l r, \< v • i .a; Ju an 1 how d t > Pope, 
WliiSc rdl iheh puiblind rn< in S * »;» i ;• use* *ui yiope. 


> Fr-m sueii vgae*'? th -.o- * *i<- imr-, at last, adda, 

To new pltilt'.oj Iws, that slid are j*r» < », 

Ad shows wlut lail-ioul, ha*. » bueu t rai k\l I o guide 
Tlfwheelv.il g»ejf p.thiiia) machine ; 

’ ; ‘ If English com should grow ehinad, I ween, 

Ari g-. >itl he made of gold, ot papa direi ; 
j) '"*' Hw many pigdie horn U . .v!i spalpeen ; 

;>■ A^d ah ! how man din!! thi.vt. leyond hi-, meat, — 
k.iWrtl! twenty souls alive, k> mu squaw -> )d of peat ! 

^ ‘ ( 

gPv- Hire, he makes end ; and all rh. f* v of youth, 

M"* T‘ at ®t°od aiound with siii.ni. JuMist, 
j^lcjwe up ag iln tin Jr jl apmg i ,< > and mouth, 
ffi-'Vjhioh they had op n’d tv^ hi-, tlotjiioncc. 
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As if their lulling wen* a threefold sense. " ' « 
But now tin cunent of his words is done, . j-, 

And whether airy fruits .shall spring from theil^ ! , f 
In foluie time, with .my mother's ->on ! — J ; 

Jt is ,i rhi ig. fiod wot ! that o.m In ‘old by none. !' 

New bj the creeping shadows oi she noon. 

The f mu! (.nine to lay aside tlivii lo-t ; 

The ( h» etlui i'Mit pen eh e' it >> huj p j 

Am 1 die, “ Begone i " un*.* rk imp-. -and f.inij 
Snatch tin ii two I. t • * -tl • r ee; , it Ik tlje t'.ocr,f- 
J.ike ardent sj>m'' v Med !. > , . e l 
All hlithe an ! 1 • u n ■. , fv! i< ,«v. two moir, ■ 
With Rcakr * n . do l e ■. v I, a ,u.!. | 

To weep, vvh !'•: . li t!,._n in nie*n tair hint' t'.D.vk 

!.ik*‘ sjk.. ti-a F'lm , t. ’In »- rd’i.rsf'. 

With tituhr mos*. m -in 1 t v i>\* < 'i<nvn, 

I hit doth IN*’, hint, I it Lb . ‘he >ole unshod. 

So soodsly held i Hint »«» »n. wu I 
And one, ai Kate and II 1 i'i.1 |>i .ys all alone, — 1 
Foi Phsli'o • cone in ten I his siejwlane'.s cow $ 1 
Alii Piuhp-’sst u( mk-M’d Clone ! 1 

i 

WJnht otbet twam j>).y it .oi h.h low, ! 

And, with -hiilc LiU tana':, buA one another's bro^I 

I 

lint cat etui Dominh , with noiseless thrift, i 
Now c hangs m teteiu hu rural hoe ; 1 

But. hist of all, with tendu hand doth shift V' ; 

Hi-. Loilege gown, because el solar glow, - 






BALLAD. 

hangs it on ft hash, to scare the crow : 

'■ Meanwhile, he plants in enrrh the dnppletl bean, 
Or train*. the \mmt; potatoes all is-iinv. 

Or plucks flu.- liogiant leek foi pott.i^e green. 
With that oiisp curly hcih, rail'd Kale in ALeidccn. 

And so lie wi'i ly i pend- r>h fruitful hom 
‘'ax Linked cm h to <.i< h bv l ,b v«i, hke a ins , 

‘ v: k , - Or rules in Le:iPiue;L hall, or *iini- her how’rs;- 
Would then vuu eia- y irun • si; h wights :t-> he, 
" To sway col- opi: d .u* > !i rule 

Of Cam ..u.i h : s : ii.j, aiaA 1 at * .ieli 
There d\«v!is I wo*, soip di r :i‘ li Hominie. 
r . That cl'M-s n.i r ed -u wo. I , u-<i ■ * r ;knh ’ <« fr. 
But wear-, a floury ,ir»d t ’U ;u tlow :y speech 


HAL LA lb 

It was not in tile VViutei 
Our losing lot was c.- t ; 

It was tlicTiini. of K'-.is, — 

We pluck'd tinm a* we pa->sM ; 


That churlish season nev«i fr own’d 
On early lovas yet: — 

Oh, no- — the world was uewl} crown’d 
With flowers wlun lira we met! 




' STANZAS TO TOM WOODGATfe^: 

Twas fwilwhi, and I bade you go, 
lint slid ^ • >11 held me last; 

It vcM 1 tin '1 inn* of Rose*, — 

Wi pb.T\l them as we pass'd. — 


V t.<t el e eon Id pm thy glowi.l" chwk. 

i h..i v* us b *ga*» to stud J 
\i d vdu'D lad. I 'he 1;1 «■ of Rove. 

Yon '.natidnd d.m'er bud , 


.V.id oj»fd it to ,br d ■ i.ty ’‘U'c', 
Still g’ov.ii ■ \ t* »' ist- — 
ft was tie 1 Tom <») V.n>: s\ 

We pi in K\! lb. n : *■ v> e pass’d ! 


SJ\YNZ\S id TOM W< )ODG ATE* 

or liAS'flNt'.S. 


Tom ; an, y»u At ill v Obin tl »* - hind 
Of li\e’.s - ‘■(ill on i la n m ’ sand. 
Or r Mining of the w .iws i 
Or h 1 .■ me billow < • i wii tolled, 

.K-ai.ii. t!i,r 1'iU 'll -lioiiivl lap to bold 
A s.mpi >n in her <!ia\ib ? 



'•'/■•-STANZAS TO TOM WOODGATE 

- ' 

*Oll land the rushlight lives of men 
Go out but slowly; nine in ten, 

Ky ted' nis loon iU\ line — 

Not so (he jolly siilor ‘■inks. 

Who foiiiMi'i i in tin. wave, and « i : i » \ k s 
The apoph’t tii Inim ' 

Ay, whil* I wn f .\ ii.t\ i< ■{' you f« .us 

Is '.letpiii.i h),m> v,*' !- - 

I hope *!'' f.u lo oi 1- oil. ’ - 
With p* 1 m vkh ■*\e ; - --j .u»r "( in 
Tesit wit! :t) ll .»i-, no' 

And totals at , e e 1'n,r|j ’ 

Still d.»i v * the i. so . e jin, iii' tin' ciuii'ce 
Tlit main ad »i ■ 1 , :h. Aidutt damv 
111 ‘•aft t) on thi tide ^ 

Still Hii s ih.it ‘i o» ni) ;" 0 <i-uin 
A nt f le l-unti-iv tin. tg- nut 
T o thi*c a tlag of jniJt ? 

Does that haul, hon» "t ho.d now clasp 
The tiller in is can lul }’ia p — 

With eveiv soman i loeue 
When ladies -.ail, in 
Or, tng tin: oar, a gnu.loir t 
On smooth Macadam sea./ 



I '■WiW" , ' . , r 7*1' 6- Ji 1 ' ,' S O 1 

, ■*■ . • • ’ ;■ Vfr:- 

°"*jt STANZAS TO TOM WOODGATE,':' '3r 7 feT " 

•*V ^ 

Or are you where the flounders keep, * h r f A 

Some do/ ui i • . * ' ‘ / fathoms deep, 

Wlier vim] .i’id shell > abound — 

With ‘..mo <*li Tilton on your chest, 

.And fwi ivo giavc mcirmr. foi a 'quest. 

To jii'.d tli it you are — drown'd ? 


ow'lr i- ri i wave, ml apt t-' b 1 mg' 
A -inM« ii doom q>u.li.em I ui.g 
A rreio fum n il • tiu in ; 

Yor have endw •' dn t •»» , -n 1 
A ml ait — the s.un • b. ,iti. • : :.l 
A stood m a • i *!:• in dn • 


Kr\J\ 


' ‘fib* 
- 4*; ' 

v 




Oil, no — ! Ison the h! I :our. eve 
Still *v tt« !■< ■> i ho, and 1 L '»d, im( a > . 
t 'J bat still flu b»i*vvni.!l ho**. 

Aie *-iuhing hiJiu up - pumps rod \ ti !— 

Voui tooth ‘till f* l) n 1 ore in w< i .1, 

Or Indian- which ym » h mh*. 

I like you. Torn* and in the i ley 
Ghc honest worth it 1 . >r^t piaisc, 

Uo pnffnt lioritA.ir* - » > t ; 

For though you met these words ot mine. 

All li Um-lea'.nh-p was a line s', ,,p 

Yon. somehow, never cross’d 1 


STANZAS TO TO?A WOODGATE 


Mayhap ne’er shall meet again. 
Except on that Pacific main. 

Beyond the- planet’- brink • 

Yet, as we \-K.r have luaved flu* w< athcr. 
Still may we Shut awhile tcgvMh.i, 

As comiail' ■» .mi thi-. ii ! ! 


Many a wucUlin;/ pale v.<* \e ],e.J 
Together, an.l tm geTim h,,i 
Somi puik w hm pi - <1 ; 

When Imp/ ,,nd !>!,ul, if v.ae.i Rivet'd, 
And oh the giant mi '/' 1 app* ,.i*l 
The ma'-'ir oi om hum ; — 

*'i'was thy amph i iu<>! t mi how 
To chn.i; {])> h’dUvh Iwiiiy blow. 

Or lUvvo the raging lu^p -- 
To bound along (he on ail wild. 

With darvgsi * onlv as a tliild 
The waters roek’.i to deq*. 


Oh, who can tell that biave delight, 
To see the his ing wave in mi^ht 
Come tampan t like .> nako f 
To leap his hortid on : .md Jea^t 
One’s eye upon the hiiny !»• a t. 
Left couchant in the wake 1 
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The sinii’K ‘Kphenl's love is still 
To upoii a ninny hill, 

Th- Its s'.! nun iimids ilie vaii — 

"VA ? I * } . 'h r’ h jlu'ii hinrirt, 1 u^ier : 
lit ilJP't l!u* swelling, h XM, 

I iut js Wh hill .ti.il 


n 


\ foi th.o in i 1. j/t i< I »,* .i',j 

To in 1 tin vv.jw f.i n s r ii: i>> 
IJplih tli* 1 phn ; I: i . . I , 

'j iut iiieuy tip vv i ‘i i - u.nt' 
On hoau! tin n.. *r -i ilu i.‘ij,»»Lc. 
Tin ofi-n ■■ ' u iiiu i !." 


1 Ion" t-> i- 1 lii< M« : t • y < r.M* 
j That fi.h * * • ! ‘\o m .11 .p -(‘J ** j i j - - 

j 'Hie st o -p i irh > h •• • * 

1 A1\ tii.M.yhh hkt* ..tit ii.* i.li, 

| Jv pps mot : In ^ p ipv r.M if . iwcii 

i 

| Of WdM K.l* J,.i> I 

j It is no Li ! »!i - ti.,ii 'il.! ‘ I 

: Oi -.y r t*i.! -'i ifit‘ v n..vi.» 

. I> ' iiv i iui>--.. , i'I ! I 

| Aly U .ill •»» hn lined 

To h w.u.i — ,:n J 1 -.ivm ro Inn# 

) Tin, w^ei^in m> r\t ! 

V . . ... 



* fi 




AUTUMN. 


: «&#?• 1 
Vv*’ * '■" > 
-AA X , 1 


Mctliinks T see the si lining’ he:ieh ; 
The mmy waves, carh after ndi, 
Rehontehug 0V1 the flint-.; 
l spy the gtim pu ventne spj J 
The jolly boutimn .fandini; nigh! 
'} he maids hi morning thint/ \ 


And then tiny float- dv sailing ciaft l 
The sail is up ii. v/a.l ah.ift — 

'l he hat’.’ i »:im and mat. 

Alas' tv .iil a >,K.in- a iiv ! 

A pirno i imp is standing f, y. 

To haul my uii/ir '-in . 1, ’ 


My ihl-t d\, ■ v f it • ; j ,-n — 

My ( iah ) . t!i ■*■ t'i in >f. ihtmii- - 
My fiat l --h t I. > i; ,r. *u tell ! 

Allien, the w.im . tin wind, t h. 'j^iy ! 
AIlii-- nr-hl. us- -v iiii i « /♦ *— Lid. away! 
Torn \\ "loih’atv, lai»_ .hat well! 


The Autumn ski. s .,u Au-ln d with gDid. 
Anil fair and blight tb\. imi : om ; 

These arc hut stns.tn- oi wintei cold, 

And painted mi-.t» that uuemh the sun 



SERENADE, 


In secret boughs no sweet birds sing. 
In&inrt 1 »o u; * I j - no bird can shroud; 
These are bet leaves that take to wing* 
And wintry winds that pipe so loud. 

v Tls not trees’ shade, but cloudy glooms 
That on the diterJess \ullej * fill. 

The Mown*. .Me in tin n guwsy tomb->, 
And teais of dtw are <mi tikin all. 


set i:n \r»r. 

An sweet, f T *» .j, l.tt.V J.irnvea how 
1 wake and pe' 'onaft watt li«*« keep y 
And yet wlnit 1 a !.lr. s thee now. 

jMefiunk. thou ‘.nvlvst in tl y deep. 

’’i is sweet enough to in.'J-, mi weep. 
That tendet though « r ion and thee, 
Tliat while the vo:M k, jiu-b u deep. 
Thy houl 4 | n*; luji-a awake ro me I 
Sleep on, -Kip on, ,wivt Inide of sh*ep 1 
Wi-j; golden vo.on*. bn ihv dower, 
While \ this midnight \ . il hup. 

And ble-s Hue in tiiy .ik m bower; 
To ne- 'tis sweeUi than the power 
Oi ship, and i.i.ty iii earns uniurl'd. 
That \ al< in, .it this Mill hour, 

in put ion t ion ourwauh tlie world. 


( *S7 ) 

ODE TO THE MOON. 

Mother of light ! how fairly dost thou go 
Over those hoary erects, divinely led l — 

Art thou that huntress of the silver bow. 

Fabled of old ? Or rather dost thou tread 
* Those cloudy summits thence to gaze below. 

Like the wild Chamois from her Alpine snow. 
Where hunter nevet climb'd,— secure fjom dread? 
How many antique fancies have I read 
Of that mild presence ! and how many wrought 1 
Wondiou** and bright. 

Upon the silver light, 

Chasing fair figures with the artist. Thought ! 

What art thou like ? — Sometimes I see thee ride 
A far-bound galley on its perilous way, 

Whilst breezy waves toss up their silvery spray 
Sometimes behold thee glide. 

Cluster’d by all thy family of stars, 

Like a lone widow, through the welkin wide. 
Whose pallid cheek the midnight sorrow mars 
Sometimes I watch thee on from steep to steep. 
Timidly lighted by thy vestal torch, 

TUI in some Latmian cave I see thee creep. 

To catch the young Endymion asleep, — 

Leaving thy splendour at the jagged porch l— 




ODE TO THE MOON. 
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Oh, thou art beautiful, howe'er it be ! 

Huntress, or Dian, or whatever named ; 

And he, the veiiest Pagan, that first framed 
A silver idol, and ne’er worsh jpp’d thee ! — • 

It is too late — or thou shouldst have my knee — 
7‘oo late now for the old Ephesian vows. 

And not divine the crescent on thy blows! — 
Yet, rail thee nothing but the nn to mild Moon, 
Behind those chr-Luut boughs. 

Casting their dappled shadows at my feet ; 

! will be gntelul for that simple boon. 

In many a thoughtful verse and anthem svuet. 
And bless thy dainty face wilt ne’er we me< £, 


In nights far gone, — ay. far away and dead, — 

Before Care-fretted, with a lnlh -s eye, — 

I was thy wooer on my little ImI, 
lotting the tariy hours of rest go by, 

To see thc*e flood the heaven with milky light. 

And feed thy snow-white swans, before I slept; 

For thou wert then purveyor of my dreams, — 

Thou wert die faiiies* armouiei, that kept 
Their burnish'd helms, and nwwus, and coislets biiglit, 
Theii spears, and gJitreriug mails; 

And ever thou didst ‘.pill in winding streams 
Sparkier and midnight gleams. 

For fishes to new gloss their argent scales ! — • 
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Why sighs ? — why creeping tears ? — why clasped hands?— 
Is it to count the hoy's expended dow’i ? 

That fairies since have broke their gifted wands? 

That young Delight, like any o’erblowu fliiwV, 

Gave, one by one, its «wcvt leaves to tin giound ? — 
Why then, fair Moon, foi J 1 thou maikst no hour. 
Thou art a sadder dial to old "J line 
Than evci I h.o e found 
On sunny gal den-plot, ot 1110s* -giowti tow's, 

Motto'll with *ti rn and melancholy thyme. 

Why should I gxievi foi this ? — Oh 1 must ycai n 
Whilst 'lime, '•■mediator with Mummy, 

Kce]»s his cold ashen in an ancient urn. 

Richly cm hous'd with childhood's tevehy. 

With Leaves and cluster'd hails, and flow’is ctoimy— 
(Eternal to the wot LI, though not to me). 

Aye there will tlv-M. liras r spoits and blossoms he, 

The deathless wreath, and uiuiecuy’d iesioon. 

When I am hear.ed witliin, — 

Less than the pallid priimoM* to the Moon, 

That now she watches through a vapour thin. 

So let it he: — Befojc T lived to sigh. 

Thou wert in Avon, and a thou one! rills. 

Beautiful Orb ! and so, when ’or I lie 
Trodden, thou wilt he gaz.ng from thy hills. 

Blest be thy hiving light, where'er it spills. 

And blessed thy fail face, O motki nuldl 
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THE EXILE. 


Still shine, the soul of i Ivors as they run. 

Still lend thy lonely lamb to lovers fond. 

And blend their plighted shadows into one : — 
Still smile at even on the bedded child. 

And close his eyelids with thy silver wand ! 


THE EXILE. 


I 


The swallow with summer 
Will wing o’er the seas, 

The wind that I sigh tv) 

Will visit thy tree*.. 

Thu slop tli.it it hastens 
Thy poifs will contain. 

But me! — 1 r.u-i never 
See England agate ! 

There’s many Unit weep there. 
But one weeps alone. 

For the tears that are filling 
So lar from her own ; 

So far from thy own, love. 

We know not our pain ; 

If death is between us. 

Or only the main. 


THE SF A OF DEATH. 


afV 


When the white cloud reclines 
On the verge of the. sea, 

1 fancy the white cliffs. 

And dream upon thee ; 

But the cloud spreads ita wings 
To the Mae huavhi and flies. 
We never shaM meet, love. 
Except in the skies ! 


THE SEA OF DEATH. 

A FRAGMENT. 

M< thought 1 saw 

Life swiftly treading over endless space; 

And, at her foot-print, hut a bygone pure, 

The ocean Fa'.r, which, with increasing wave. 
Swallow’d her steps like a pursuing grave. 

Sad were my thoughts that anchor’d silently 
On the dead waters of that passionless sea, 
Unstirr’d by any touch of living breath : 

Silence hung over it, and drowsy Death, 

Like a got god sea-biid, sh*pt with folded wings 
On crowded carcases — eud passive things 
That wore the thin g«vy surface, like a veil 
Over the calmness ol their features pale. 
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Z OX TH E SKA OK DEATH. 

And there wvie spi big-faced rheinl)* (hat did 'deep 
Like watei-lilii “ii that motionless deep, 

How beautiful 1 with bright uniuffled hair 
On ..leek ill if i elti d blows and e) l s dust were 
IJuiied iu niiiihli tombs a pale eJip-e' 

And -’lnile-bedbnpled cheeks, and phi ant lip'-. 

Meekly apatr. .is if the soul mt-nse 

Sp’iki out in >j i earns t fit-, own innon nee: 

And so tttev lay in lovelim.'., a. id kipt 

The binh -night of their p. aei , the*. ! ue e’en wept 

With vrij env-j. of tin ir l-.ippv (io.it : 

Tor theie wvjc neighbor.! blows n.snM hy the hioris 
Ol sfjiie and .iwriowiti'* - vv lit u I'.ue had set 
Hi uookeii aut*»; ; ,nph, and mart d the jit 
O' glossy lock'., wi'h lio’hnv eyi - toilop.. 

And lips that curl'd in huteinis- aad o-.iin — 
vVicfched, — a*- tiny had bnvthr,, of t : *i woiid'-i pain 
And so bequeathed it to the w-tal -gabs 
Through the behold- l’* l»eai< in h'.e r sighs. 

So Jay they garment! J in torpid h/hs 
Undci the pill of a tianspurenL nii.ltE 
Like solemn apparitions lull'd ‘•uhlimc 
To eveiLiSir.g rest, — and with them Time 
Slept, as lie sloops upon the oih-nt fate 
Of a dark dial in a sunkss place. 
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THE DEPART f r RE OF SUMMER. 


Si’MMLit is gone on swallow’ 4 ! wm^s, 

And Eu til In- bulk. i all hei flow t^r*: s 
No r.i'Mv tl> ( laik, — i'tf l'lin'-f Tugs, 

Rat Silence . . ill fade i : i>w 
Tilde >S a 'dliliii'W 0.1 'll.' jtkuil 
Of WinJet- <,■ h An, — 

Then i* ip m«v)J rs *o!emn sound 
Of Ik* ! *\v \v wliNpei d maud, 

i E' Iso in !s*t .krh KTi 11 s 
E"t one" liui tui-i d a j 1 . opl leto***'. 

Sim IdiioM Ai.fi:*'. n ■ f -p t.» list. 

And IipmII'h-', Id. feu in siddi*! sighs, 

Wirli rloudid far*', and I in /a 1 iyes 
That quench ihonvji Ives and hide in mi t. 

Yes, Si* mini i's gone like pageant blight f 
Its glorious days »d golden light 
Aie gone — the mindt '-ntis that quiver, 
Then melt in '["meV d.uh-llow'iig liver 
Gone the sweetly-scented hum* 

That spoke in music to the tries; 

Gone — for damp and chilly breath. 

As if fiesh blown o’ci mat hie seas. 

Or nevv'lv from the* hings of Death. 
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Gone its virgin rose^ blushes. 

Warm as when Aurora rushes 
Freshly from tlu god’s embrace. 

With all her shame upon her face. 

Old Time hath laid them in the mould ; 
Sure he is blind as well as old. 

Whose hand relentless never spares 
Young cheeks so beauty-blight as thei n > \ 
Gone are flu* flame-eyed lovers now 
From where so blushing-blest they tallied 
Under the hawthorn's blossom-bough, 

Gone ; for Day and Night are mairied. 

All the light of love is fled: — 

Alas ! that negro breasts should hide 
The lips that weie so losy red, 

At morning and at even-tide! 

Delightful Summer ! then adieu 
Till thou shaft visit us anew: 

But who without regretful sigh 
Can say, adieu, and see thee fly ? 

Not he that e’er hath fell thy pow’r. 

His joy expanding like a flow’r, 

That cometh alter rain and snow, 

Looks up at heaven, and learns to glow:— 
Not he that fled from Babel-strife 
To the green sabbath- land of life, 

To dodge dull Care 'mid cluster’d trees. 
And cool his forehead in the breeze 
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Whose spirit, weary-worn, perchance. 
Shook from its wings a weight of grief. 
And perch'd upon an aspen leaf, 

For every breath to make it dance. 


Farewell! — on wings of sombre stain. 

That blacken in the last blue skies, 

Thou fly’st; but thou wilt come again 
On the gay wings of butterflies. 

Spring at thy approach will sprout 
Her new Coiinrhian beauties out. 
Leaf-woven homos, where twitter-words 
Will gi ow to songs, and eggs to birds ; 
Ambitious buds shall swell to flowers. 

And April smiles to sunny hours. 

Bright days shall be, and gentle nights 
Full of soft breath and echo-lights 
As if the god of sun-time kept 
His eyes half-open while he slept. 

Roses shall be where roses were. 

Not shadows, but reality; 

As if they never perish’d there. 

But slept in immortality : 

Nature shall thiiil with new delight. 

And Time’s relumined river run 

Warm as young blood, and dazzling bright. 

As if its source w -rc in the sun I 
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But say, hath Winter then no charms? 
Is there no joy, no gladness warms 
His aged heart? no happy wiles 
To cheat the hoary one to smiles? 
Onward he comes — the cruel North 
Pour, his furious whiihviml forth 
Befou* him — and we breathe the breath 
Of famish'd bears that howl to death. 
Onward he comes from rocks that blanch 
OVr solid streams that never flow : 

His tears all ice, his locks all snow, 

Jmt crept fiom some huge a\ulunche — 

A thing half-breathing and half-warm. 

As if one spark began to glow 
Within some statue's maibk* form, 

Oi pilgrim stiffen'd in the storm. 

Oh! will not MiirhV light anow-. fail 
To pierce that fiozen coat '>f mail? 

Oh ! will noL joy but .-.trice in vain 
To light up those glazed eyes again? 

No ! take him in, and blaze the oak. 
And pour the wine, and warm the ale ; 
His sides shall shake to many a joke. 

His tongue shall thaw in many a tale. 

His eyes grow bright, his heart he gay. 
And even his palsy charm'd away. 

What heeds he then the boisterous shout 
Of angry winds that scold without. 
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Like shrewish wives at tavern door? 

What heeds he then the wild uproar 
Of billows bursting on the shore ? 

In dashing waves, in howling breeze. 

There is a music that can charm him ; 

When safe, and slu-Itei’d, and at case, 
lie hears die storm that cannot harm him. 

But hat k! those shouts 1 that sudden din 
Of Little hearts that laugh within. 

Oh ! take him where the youngsters play, 

And he will grow as young as they! 

They come! thiy conic ! each blue-eyed Sport, 
The Twidlth-Night King and all his court — 
’Tis Mirth fie«h crown'd with m isle toe f 
Music with her merry fiddles, 

Joy “ cm light fantastic toe,” 

Wir with all his jests and riddles. 

Singing and dancing as they go. 

And Love, young Love, among the resi, 

A welcome — nor unbidden guest. 

But still for Summer dost thou grieve ? 

Then read our Poets — they shall weave 
A garden of green fancies still. 

Where thy wish may rove at will. 

Iliey have kept for after-treats 
The essences of summer sweets. 
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THE DEPARTURE OF SUMMER. 


And echoes of its songs that wind 
In endless music through the mind : 

They have stamp'd in visible traces 

The “ thoughts that breathe," in words that shine- - 

The flights of soul in sunny places — 

To greet and company with thine. 

These shall wing thee on to flowTs — 

The past or futuie, that shall seem 
AU the brighter in thy dream 
For blowing in such desert hnuis. 

The summer never shines so bright 
As thought-of in a winter's night j 
And the sweetest, loveliest lose 
Is in the bud befmc it blows ; 

The dear one of the lover’s heart 
Is painted to his longing eye*, 

In charms she ne’er can i valise — 

But when she turns again to part. 

Dream thou then, and hind thy brow 
With wreath of fancy roses now. 

And drink of Summer in the cup 
Where the Muse hath mix’d it up ; 

The “ dance, and song, and sun-burnt mirth,'* 

With the warm nectar of the earth : 

Drink ! ’twill glow in every vein. 

And tli on shalt dream the winter through: 

Then waken to the sun again, I 

And find thy Summer Vision true ! I 
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TO JANE. 


Welcome, dear Heart, and a most kind good -mono w ; 
The day is gloomy, but our looks shah shine; — 
Flowers I have none to give thee, but I borrow 
Their sweetness in a verse to speak for thine. 

Here are red Roses, gather'd at thy cheeks. 

The white were all too happy to look white, 

Tor love the Rose, foi faith the Lily speaks ; 

It withe is in false hands, but here ’tis bright ! 

Dost love sweet Hyacinth ? It-* scented leaf 
Curls manifold, — all love's delights blow double ; 

*Tis said this flow’ict is inscribed with giief, — 

But let that hint of a forgotten ti cubic. 

I pluck’d the Primrose at night’s dewy noon , 

Like Hope, it show’d its blossoms in the night 
’Twas, like Endymion, watching for the Moon 
And here are Sun-fiowers, amorous of light l 

These golden Buttercups are April's seal, — 

The Daisy-stars her constellations be : 

These grew so lowly, I was forced to kneel# 

Therefore I pluck no Daisies but tor cnee'i 
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TO HOPE, 


Here’s Daisies for the morn. Primrose for gloom* 
Pansies and Roses for the noontide hours : — 

A wight once made a dial of their bloom, — 

So may thy life be measured out by flowers! 


TO HOPE. 

On ! take, young seraph, take thy harp. 

And play to me so cheerily ; 

For grief is dark, and care is sharp. 

And life wears on so weuiily. 

Oh ! take thy haip ! 

Oh i sing as thou weie wont to do. 

When, all youth's sunny season long, 

1 sat and listen’d to thy song. 

And yet ’twis e\ot, ever new. 

With magic in its heavcii-tunul stiing — 

The fuluu* bliss thy constant theme. 

Oil ! then each little woe took wing 
Away, like phantoms of a dicam j 
As if each sound 
That fluttered round 
Had floated over Lethe’s stream l 

By all those bright and happy houis 
We spent in lift’s sweet eastern bow’rs. 

Where them would st sit and smile, and show. 

Ere bud* weie come, where flowers would grow. 



TO HOPE, 
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Aitd oft anticipate the tise 

Of life’s warm sun that scaled the skies j 

By many a story of love and glory. 

And fi irnddiips promised olt to me; 

By all the faith 1 lent to thee, — 

Oh! take, young seraph, take thy hai p. 
And play to me so ebeciily ; 

For grid is Jaik, and cate is ‘•harp. 

And life wcats 011 so wcaiily. 

Oli! take thy harp ! 


Perchance the strings will sound Jess char, 
That long have lain neglected by 
In >onuw’*; misty atmosphere ; 

It ne’er may spiak as it has spoken 
Such joyous notes so hiisk and high j 
But a»e its golden choul. all broken? 

Are tlicu; not some, though weak and low. 
To play a lullaby to woe ? 

But thou can st sing of love no more. 

For Celia show'd that (beam was vain ; 
And many a fancied Idiv. is o’er. 

That comes not e’en in (beams again. 
Alas ! alas ! 

How pleasures pass. 

And leave thee now no subject, save. 

The peace and bliss biyoud the giave! 




I LOVE TIIEE. 
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Then be thy flight among the skies: 

Take, then, oh! take the skylark’s wing. 
And leave dull earth, and heavenward rise 
O'er all its tearful clouds, and sing 
On skylark’s wing! 

Another life-spring there adorns 
Another youth, without the dread 
OF cruel care, whose crown of thorns 
Is here for manhood’s aching head. 

Oh ! there are realms of welcome day, 

A world where tears are wiped away ! 

Then be thy flight among the skies : 

Take, then, oh ! take the skylaik’s wing. 
And leave dull earth, and heavemvaid list* 
O'ei all its tearful clouds and sing 
On skylark’s wing! 


I LOVE THEE. 

1 1 . 0 ve dice — I love thee ! 

Tis all that I can say , — 

It is my vision in the night, 
My dreaming m the day ; 
The very echo of my heait. 
The blessing when I pray 
I love thee — I love thee ! 

Is all that I can say. 
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I love thee — I love thee I 
Is ever on my tongue; 

In all my proudest poesy 
That chorus still is sung ; 

It is the vet diet of my eyes. 

Amidst the gay and young: 

I love thee — I love thee ! 

A thousand maids among. 

I love thee — I love tluv ! 

Thy bright and ha?.el glance, 

The mellow lute upon those lips. 

Whose tender tones entrance ; 
lint most, dear heart of hearts, thy proofs 
That .still these words enhance, 

I Jove thee — 1 love tlice ! 

Whatever be thy chance. 


STANZAS ON COMING OF AGE. 

To-Dav it is my natal day, 

Three ’prenticeships have past away, 

A part in woik, a part in play. 

Shore I was hound to liJe! 

This first of May I come of aye, 

A man, I enter on the stage 
Where human passions ftet and rage. 

To ming'e k, the *tiif{. 
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STANZAS ON COy*NG OF AGE. 


It ought to be a happy date, 

My fiicnds they all congi atulate 
That I am com,'* V* “Man’s Estate,” 

To some, a grand event ; 

But ah ! to me descent allots 
No acres, no paternal spots 
In Beds, Bucks, Herts, Wilts, Essex, Notts, 
Hants, Oxon, Bciks, or Kent. 


From John o’Groat’s to Land's End search, 
I have not one lod, pole, or peich. 

To pay my rent, or tithe to church. 

That I can call my own. 

Not common -right for goose o. ass; 

Then what is man’s Estate ? Alas ! 

Six feet by two of mould and grass 
When I am du**. and bone. 


Reserve the feast! The board forsake l 
Ne’tr tap the wine — don’t cut the cake. 
No toasts or foolidi speeches make. 

At which my reason spurns. 

Before this happy term you praise, 

And prate about returns and days. 

Just o’er my vacant rent-roll gaze. 

And sum up my returns. 
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I know where great es tales descend 
That here is Boyhood’s legal end. 

And easily can comprehend 

How “ Manors make the Man. M 
But as for me, I was not horn 
To quit-rent of a peppercorn. 

And gain no ground this blessed morn 
From Beerdieba to Dan, 


No barrels broach — no bonfires make! 
To roast a bullock for my sake, 

Who In the country have no stake. 
Would be too like a quiz ; 

No banner* hoist — let off no gun — 
Fitch no marquee — devise no fun — 
But think when man is Twenty-One 
What new delights are his I 


What is the moral legal fact — 

Of age to-day, I’m free to act 
For self — free, namely, to contract 
Engagements, bonds, and debts ; 
I’m free to give my 1 O U, 

Sign, draw, accept, as majors do; 
And free to lose my freedom too 
For want of due assets. 



%jS STANZAS ON COMING OF AGE. 


I am of age, to ask Miss Ball* 

Or that great heiress. Miss Duval, 

To go to church, hump, squint, ami all. 
Anti be my own for life. 

But put such reasons on their shelves. 
To tell tiie tiuth between ourselves, 

I’m one of those contented elves 
Who do not want a wife. 


What else belongs to Manhood sciU t 
I’m old enough to make my will 
With valid clause and codicil 
Before in turf J lie. 

But 1 have nothing to bequeath 
In earth, or waters underneath. 

And in all candour let me bleu the, 

I do not want to die. 


Away I if tins he Manhood’s forte*. 
Put by the sherry and the port — 
No ring of hells — no rustic spore— 
No dance — no merry pipes ! 

No fioweiy gardens — no boiiquc.— 
No Birthday Ode to sing or say — 
To me it pxiiis this is a day 

For hi tad and cheese ana swipes. 
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To justify the festive cup 

What honors here are conjured up! 

What thing's oi bitter bite and sup, * 

Poor wretched Twenty-One*’*! 

No landed lumps, but trumps and humps, 
(Discretion’s Days ate iar trom tiump*>) 
Domestic discord, dowdies, dumps. 

Death, dockets, debts, and duns. 


If you must dtink, oh drinK " the King ’’ — 
Reform — the CJiurch— the Press — the Ring, 
Drink Aldgate Pump — or anything, 

Before a toast like this! 

Nay, tell me, coming thus of age. 

And turning o’er this sorry page. 

Was young Nineteen so far from sage f 
Or young Eighteen hom bliss ? 


Till this dud, cold, wet, happy morn- 
No sign of May about the thorn, — 
Were Love and Bacchus both unborn ? 

Had beauty not a shape ! 

Make answer, sweet Kale Finncrty ! 
Make answer, lads of Trinity ! 

Who sipped with me Dhinity, 

And quail'd the ruby grape ! 



STANZAS ON COMING OF AGE. 


No flummery then from flowery lips. 
No three tim^s three and hip-hip-hip*. 
Because I'm ripe and full of pips — 

I like a little green. 

To put me on my solemn oath. 

If sweep-like 1 could stop my growtn 
I would remain, and nothing loth* 

A boy — about nineteen. 


My friends* excuse me these rebuke* 
Were I a monarch’s son or duke's, 

Go to the Vatican of Menx 

And broach ills biggest barren — 
Impale whole elephants on spits — 
Ring Tom of Lincoln till he* splits. 
And dance into St. Vitus’ fits, 

And break your winds with carols. 


But ah ! too well you know my lot. 
Ancestral acres greet me not, 

My freehold’s in a garden- pot. 

And barely worth a pin. 

Away then with all festive stuft! 

Let Robins advertise and puJf 
My “ Man’s Estate,” I’m sure enougto 
I shall not buy it in- 
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OLD BALLAD. 


There was a Fairy lived in a we!!, 

And she pronounced a magical spell ; 
u Whoever looks in this wive/' she said, 

« Shall see die lady that he’s to wed ! ” 

A King came hy with his hunting-spear 
And stoop'd to look in the waters clear; 

He laid by the biim the signet of gold. 

And gave* his Brother his crown to hold. 

But while he knelt and was looking down. 

His Brother stood and tried-on the crown ; 

The pearls weie bright, and the rubies brave. 

So he tumbled his brother into the wave. 

" Oh Brother, oh Brother, you've got my ring 
And the lawful crown that made me king ; 

But your heart shall fail, and your hand shall quaki 
And the head that wcais my jewels shall ache ! ,r 

The murderer stood and look’d fiom the brink, 
"The sun is so hot, 1 should like to drink ! ” 

But lo 1 as he ttoop'd with a silvei cup. 

His head went down, and his heels flew up 1 



OLD BALLAD. 
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" Oh ! Brother, oh ! Brotliei, — I've got yom ciown 
But the weight of the jewels has pull'd me down, 
You shall be clown'd in the ^kies again, — 

But I shall be mark’d on the blow like Cain l ” 

Down he sank In the dhnial wave. 

As cold as death, mid dai k as the grave ; 

But when he came to the stones at last. 

The Fairy caught him, and held him fast. 

She took him into her crystal ball 
And then* he saw his fate in the wall j 
She look'd rosy, hut lie look'd white. 

And all the tapers were burning bright. 

The King leap'u down fioni his Fairy tin one, 

With eyes that blighter th»n diamonds shone j 
His left hand balanced a golden globe, ^ 

But his light ham! lifted hU put pie lobe. 

“Oh Brother 1 oh Bi other! bend down your knee. 
But kneel to heaven, and not to me. 

For God may frown on your grievous sin, 

But I’m too happy you push’d me in. 

“Come hither, come hither, you’re welcome now, 

To my crown of gold that decks your brow; 

There's smiles worth heav’n on my true-love’s face. 
And she has made me King of this place ! ” 




( ) 


EPICUREAN REMINISCENCES OF A 
SENTIMENTALIST. 

“ My Tables! Meat it is, I set it dovm ! 

1 think it was Spring — but not certain I am — 

When my passion began first to woik ; 

But I know we weie ceitainly looking foi lamb, 

And the season was over foi pork. 

’Twasat Christmas, I think, when I met with Mi.ss Chase, 
Y* s>, — foi Moni'- had asked me to dine, — 

And I thought I had never beheld sueh a face. 

Or so noble a turkey and cliinc. 

Placed close by he*r cade, it made others quite wild, 

Witli sheer envy to witness my luek ; 

I low she blufthed as 1 gave her some tui tie, and smil'd 
As I aftenvaids offered some* duck. 

I looked and I languished, alas, to my cost. 

Through three courses of dishes and meats ; 

Getting deeper in love — but my heai t was quite lost, 
When it came to the triilc and sweets ! 

With a rent-roll that told of my houses and land. 

To her parents I tolel my designs — 

And then to herself I presented my hand. 

With a very fine pottle of pines I 
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EPICUREAN REMINISCENCES* 


I asked her to havt me for weal or for woe. 

And she did not object in the least ; — 

I can’t tell the date — but we married, I know. 
Just in time to have game at the feast. 

We went to > it certainly was the seaside; 

For the next, the most blessed of morns, 

I remember how fondly 1 gazed at my bride. 
Sitting down to a plateful of prawns. 

O never may mem’ry lose sight of that year, 

But still hallow the time as it ought. 

That season the " grass ” was remarkably dear, 
And the peas at a guinea a quart. 

So happy, like hours, all our d.'y seem'd to haste, 
A fond pair, such as poets hive drawn. 

So united in heart — so congenial in taste, 

We were both of us partial to brawn I 

A long life I looked for of bliss with my bride, 
But then Death — I ne’er dreamt about that! 

Oh there's nothing Is certain in life, as I cried. 
When my turbot eloped with the cat! 

My dearest took ill at the turn of the year. 

But the cause no physician could nab ; 

But something it seem’d like consumption, I fear. 
It was just after supping on crab. 



LINES ON PAWNING MY WATCH. 2S3 


In vain she was doctor'd, in vain she was dosed. 

Still her strength and her appetite pined ; 

She lost relish for what she had relish’d the most. 
Even salmon she deeply declin’d I 

For months still I linger’d in hope and in doubt. 
While her form it grew wasted and thin ; 

But the last dying spark of existence went out. 

As the oysters were just coining in ! 

She died, and she left me the vSaddest of men 
To indulge in a widower's moan. 

Oh, I felt all the power of solitude then. 

As I ate my first natives alone 1 

But when I beheld Virtue’s friends in their cloaks. 
And with sorrowful crape on their hats, 

O my grief poured a flood ! and the out-of-door folks 
Were all crying — 1 think it was sprats i 


FUGITIVE LINES ON PAWNING MY 
WATCH, 

Farewell then, my golden repeater, 

We’re come to my Uncle’s old shop ; 

And hunger won’t be a dumb-waiter. 

The Cerberus growls for a sop 1 



Z&4 LINES ON PAWNING MY WATCH. 


To quit thee, my comrade diurnal. 

My feelings will certainly scotch ; 

But oh ! there’s a riot internal. 

And Famine calls out for the Watch 1 

Oh ! hunger’s a terrible trial, 

I really must have a relief, — 

So here goes the plate %f your dial 
To fetch me some Williams’s beef! 

As famish’d as any lost seaman, 

I've fasted for many a dawn, 

And now must play chess with the Demon, 
And give it a check with a pawn. 

I’ve fasted since dining at Buncle’s, 

Two days with true Perceval zeal — 

And now must make up my Uncle’s 
By getting a duplicate meal. 

No Peachum it is, or young Lockit, 

That rifles my fob with a snatch ; 

Alas ! 1 must pick my own pocket. 

And make gravy-soup of my watch l 

So long have 1 wander’d a starver. 

I’m getting as keen as a hawk ; 

Time’s long hand must take up a carver, 
IBs short hand lay hold of a font. 




LIKES ON PAWNING MY WATCH. *8$ 


Right heavy and sad the event is. 

But oh! it is Poverty's crime; 

I’ve beea such a Brown rigg’s Apprentice, 

I thus must be u out of my Time.’* 

Alas! when in Brook Street the upper 
In comfort I lived between walls. 

I’ve gone to a dance for jrtr»y supper ; — 

But now I must go to Thice Balls l 

Folks talk about dressing for dinner. 

But I hare for dinner undrest ; 

Since Christmas, as I am a sinner. 

I’ve eaten a suit of my best. 

I haven’t a rag or a mammock 
To fetch me a chop or a steak ; 

I wish that the coats of my stomach 
Were such as my Uncle would take 3 

When dishes were ready with garnish 
My watch used to warn with a chime — 

But now my reneater must furnish 
The dinner in lieu of the time ! 

My craving will have no denials, 

I can’t fob it ofT, if you stay, 

So go , — and the old Seven Dials 
Must tell me die time of the day. 



SONNET, 


zlS 


Your chimes I ‘•lull never more hear *014 
To part is a Tic JDouIoureux ! 

But Tern pus has hi? edax rcnim. 

And 1 have my Fc\tling-Time too! 

Farewell then, my golden repeater. 

We’re come to my Uncle"*, old shop— 
And Hunger wont Ire a dumb-waiter. 
The Cerberus growls for a sop ! 


SONNET. 


Love, clearest Lady, such as I would speak. 

Lives not within the humour of the eye; — 

Not being but an outward phantasy. 

That skims die surface of a tinted cheek, — 

Else it would wane with beauty, and grow weak. 
As if the rose trade summer, —and so lie 
Amongst the perishable things that dio s 
Unlike die love that I would give and seek : 
Whose heal'h is of no hue — to feel decay 
With cheeks’ decay, th >r have a rosy piime. 

Love is its own great loveliness alway. 

And takes new lustre from the touch of time; 

Its bough owns no December and no May, 

But bears its blossom into Winter’s clime. 



C *«7 ) 

DRINKING SONG. 

BY A MEMBER Or A TEMPERANCE SOCIETY, AS SUNG 
BY MR. SPRING, AT WATERMAN’S HALL. 

Come, pass round the pail, boys, and give it no quarter. 
Drink deep, and think oft, and replenish your jugs, 

Fib up, and I’ll give you a toast to your water— 

The Turncock, for ever ! that opens the plugs ! 

Then hey for a bucket, a bucket, a bucket. 

Then hey for a bucket, filled up to the brim! 

Or, be-»r of ah notions, let’s have it by oceans. 
With plenty of room for a sink or a swim l 

Let topers of grape-juice exultingly vapoiu, 

But let us ju*t whisper a woid to the elves. 

We water nmtls, horses, silks, xibands, bank-paper. 
Plants, poets, and mused, and why not ourselves? 

Then hey for a bucket, &c. 

The vintage they cry, think of Spain’s and of France’s, 
The jigs, the boleros, fandangos, and jumps; 

But water’s the spring of all civilized dances. 

We go to a ball not in bottles, but pumps / 

Then hey for a bucket, &c. 

Let others of Dorchester quaff' at their pleasure. 

Or honour old Mcux with their thiisty regard — 

We’ll drink Adam's ale, and we get if pool measure. 

Or quaff heavy wet fro u the butt in the yard 1 
Then bey for a bucket, <Scc. 
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DRINKING CONG. 


Some flatter gin, brandy, and ruin,, on their merits. 
Grog, Punch, and what not, that enliven a feast: 
*Ti$ true they stir up the animal spirits. 

But may not the animal turn out a beast ? 

Then hey for a bucket. &c. 

The Man of the Ark. who continued our species. 
He saved us by water, — but as for the wine, 

We all know the figure, more sad than f. nation,*. 
He made after tasting the juice of the vine. 

Then hey for a bucket, &c. 

]n wine let a lover remember his jewel. 

And pledge her in bumpt p. fill'd brimming and oft 
But we can distinguish the kind from the cruel, 
And toast them in water, the hard or the soft. 
Then hoy for a bucket, Src, 

Some cross'd in their pa ft don can never o'erlook it, 
But take to a pistol, a knif , oi a beum ; 

Whilst temperate swains ate enabled to brook it 
By help of a little meandering stream. 

Then hey for a bucket, & t. 

! Should fortune diminish our ca.rh’s sum-total, 

I Deranging our wits and our private affairs, 

| Though some in such cases would fly to the bottle, 
i These’? nothing like water for drowning our cares, 
j Then hey for a bucket, &c. 
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See drinkers of water, their wits never Jacking, 
Direct as a raihoad and smooth in their giit»; 

But look at the hi libera ot wine, they go tacking. 
Like ships that have met a foul wind in the straits 
Then hey lor a bucket. Szc. 

A fig then for Burgundy Chile*-, ot Mountain, 

A few scanty glasses must limit )y\n wish. 

Blit he’s the true top.j di..t y vs to fh< fountain. 
The drinker that wr'dy "iMioC hi.r :• fi.sh!” 

Thcii hey foi a I ueket, &c. 


THE COMPASS', WITH VARIATIONS 

One clo-se of dav--‘fw is in the hay 
Of N iple-, hay of pL-y ! 

While light wa* i anging ciowns of gold 
On mountains high .md hoary, 

A gallant luih got undei weigh. 

And with he* sails my stoiy. 

For Leghorn sin* was honnd diieet. 

With wine and oil fot cargo. 

Her crew of men some nine o» ten. 

The captjin’s name was lago ; 

A. good and gallant l»aik sdie was. 

La Donna (call’d del I ago. 



*90 THE COMPASS, WITH VARIATIONS, 


Bronzed mariners were hers to view. 
With brown cheeks, clear or muddy, 
Daik, shining eyes, and coal-black hair. 
Meet head, for painter’s study ; 

But ’midst their tan there stood *one man. 
Whose cheek was fair and ruddy ; 


Id is brow was high, a loftier brow 
Ne’er shone in song or sonnet. 

His hJr a little scant, and when 
l ie doffed his cap oj bonnet. 

One saw that Gut had gone beyond 
A prtmieiohip upon it! 

His — a passes .^rr \va« he. 

The cabin he had hoed it,-- 

His eye wa* grey, and ^Gen lie look’d 

Aiouml t)ie prosper*, fned it — 

A fine poetic li' ,iit, as if 
The Appe-Nine inspired it. 


His frame was, stout, iii height about 
Six feer — well made and portly; 

Of dress and manner just to give 
A sketch, but veiy slim fly. 

His order seemed a composite 
Ol rustic with die courtly. 



vsMtv' ' The compass, with variations. *91 

- 

| £*,**£', 1 He ate and quaff’d and joked and laughed, 
i . And chatted with the seamen, 

,J| ; And often task’d their skill and ask'd 
< i-/ , ‘ > "What weather r»*t to be, man V* 

* > No demonstration then* appear’d 

; (> : That he was any demon. 


No sort of sign there was that he 
Could raise a stormy rumpus. 

Like Ihospeio make Live/.es blow, 

And rocks and billow* thump us,— 

But little we supposed wiiat he 
CouM with the needle Compaq! 

Soon came a storm — the sea at first 
Seem’d lying almost fallow — 

When lo! full crash, with billowy dash. 
From clouds of black and yellow. 

Came such a gale, as blows but once 
A cent’ry, like the aloe l 


Our stomachs we had just prepared 
To vest a small amount in ; 

When, gush ! a flood of brine came* down 
The skylight — quite a fountain. 

And right on end the table rear’d, 

Just like the Table Mountain. 


; .v *9 Z THE COMPASS, WITH VARI ATfrONg,-' 

Down rush’d the soup, down gush'd the wine, ' ' ’ 

Each roll, its role repeating, , < 

Roll'd down— the round of heel declar’d ? , 

For parting — not for mcating ! 

Orf flew the fowls, and all the game 

Was 41 too far "-one for eating! ?> 1 , y Vi 


Down WnSie and fork — down wuit the pork. 
The Inrni) too hioke its tetlui *, 

Dowd mustard went— udi rond'Pe-nt — 

Salt — peppet — all logeUu r ! 

Down everythin;,, hl.e emit that seek 
The Downs in sto.no wt.uhei. 

Down plunged the L.id> of die Du , 

Her timbers seemed to st \* • 

Down, down, a dtearc icny down. 

Suck lurJi sin had gone nevei ; 

She almost set Med about to i.tkt: 

A bed of down lot eve**! 


Down dtopt the c..pMinh nether jaw, 
Thus lobb’d of all ■! uses. 

He thought he saw the Evil One 
Beside Vcsuvi.in -Juice., 

Playing at dice foi soul and ship. 
And thieving Sint ami Deuces, 



THE COMPASS, WITH VARIATIONS. 

Down fell the steward on his face. 

To all the Saints commending ; 

And candle* to the Viigin vmv’d 
As savc-alhs 'gainst his ending. 

Down fell ihe man, he thought In-* fate. 
Check-mate, was dose impending. 


Down fell the rook — t iu ca-iin hoy 
Thill heads v: th IiKmii: rdimg, 

Weil- alps 1 1 «■ *iV*. \vfii snowy v'-.gr, 
Above the >. o' cam*, yelling 
Down fell the crew, and on ihui knees 
Shudder’d .it Cadi while ■'wdiieg 1 


Down sunk in-* Mm ol (dowdy hue. 
His ciitnson light a dca\er 
To uicb red i over of a wave : 

To eye of htrry- we.nu 
Neptune, the (>od, min'd tossing in 
A i aging scarlet fevei ! 


Sore, sore afraid, each papiit pray’d 
To Saint and Vi t gin Mary; 

But one there was that t food compo'oti 
Amid the waves’ vag.iiv; 

As staunch at rock, a tine. game cork 
'Mid chicks o' Mother Caiy ; 



±94 THE COMPASS, WITH VARIATIONS; 

His ruddy cheek retain'd its streak. 

No danger seem'd to shrink him; 

His step still hold, — of mortal mould. 

The crew could hardly think him : 

The Lady of the Lake, he seem’d 
To know, could never sink him. 

Relax'd at last the i.jrious gale 
Quite out of breath with taring; 

The boiling flood in milder mood, 

Wirh gentler billow.- cha-ing; 

From stem to «te:n, \,Ith frequent lutn, 

The Stranger took to pacing. 

And as he walk 'd to -a It he talked. 

Some ancle n dirty thiuniioing. 

In under tone, as not alo’.e — 

Now whittling, and now humming— 

“ Yon’ie welcome, Charlie,” ,4 CowdenknoweV* 
“ Ken mure/' ji “ Campbells’ Coming.’* 

Dov, n went the wind, down went the wave. 
Tear quitted the mo.t fphal; 

The S_.ii.t-, I wot, wife soon fojgot. 

And Hope wd' at the pinnacle: 

When lose on high, a frighihu cry — 

‘‘Tilt- Devil’s in the binnacle!** 


rt 
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Uilzlfa ft COMPASS, WITH VARIATIONS. *95 


1 "The Saints be near,” the helmsman cried, 
V fe; \ / His voire with quite a falter — 

7a,.V‘" "Steady’s my helm, but every look. 




The needle M*ems to alter ; 

4 God only knows where China lies, 
Jamaica, or Gibraltar !’ 

The captain start d aghast at mate. 
The pilot at th* appraise ; 

No fancy of th<: German Sea 
Ol Firion the event is : 

But when they at the compass fook’d 
It aet m’d non compos*, mentis. 


Now north. n.;wr.mi:b now er-t, iuw wed, 

ThewAvorin^p.' -nl Mr <hAcii, 

Twas past the whole philosophy 
Of Newton, or of Bacon ; 

Never Ivy compare, tih ihat hour 
Such latitudes were taken’ 

With fearful speech, each after each 
Took' turns in the nv pec - ; ui ; 

They found no pm— m» iron— none 
To vary its direction ; 

It seem’d a new magnetic case 
Of Poles in insurrection i 



t$6 TOE COMPASS, WITH VARIATlO^ 

Farewell to wives, farewell their lives, 

Anri all their household i idles; 

Oh ! while they thought of giii or boy. 

Am.) dear domestic niches. 

All down the sidt which holds the heart. 
That needle gave them stitches. 

With deep ama7e, the Strang* r gazM 
r l o see them so white-livei M : 

And walk'd abaft the hi'iiucie. 

To know at what they diivuM ; 
lint when he stood la dde the raid, 

•St. Josef ! liow it <|iiiw r'tli 

No fancy -motion, biuiu-hego. 

In eye oi timid d' tamer — 

The neivou- finger of. 1 sot 
Ne’er show *d a plainer tremor ; 

To every brain h seem’d too plain, 

There stood th’ Infernal .Schemer! 

Mix’d blown and blue tv.di visage grew, 

JiM likr a pulht s gi'/aud ; 

Meanwliilv the capt iin’s wandering wit, 
IV-m tubing life u:t i/^aid, 

I’-ore down in this plain iciiist at last, 

“ It’s Michael Scott — the Wizard!” 



A smile past o’er the ruddy face, 

"To see the poles so falter 
Pm puzzled, iiicnds, as murh as \ oil. 
For wirh no fiends I rultei ! 

Michael I’m not — although a Stott — 
My Christian name is Waken”’ 

Like oil it loll, tha* lunv , r t>pHI 
On all tl'e fo.im l ‘.utinn ; 

The Captain’'- In.id H’. Im h.uln-adj 
Conked tin N: t <l!e*s acfi» n. 

And bow’d tv) Him in whom the N Mth 
Has lodged Its main .itti action. 


POEM.— FROM THE POLISH. 


From seventy-two North latitude. 

Dear Kitty, I indite ; 

But first I’d have you undeistar.il 
How hard it is to wiiie. 

Of thoughts that brcatlu. and wools that burn. 
My Kitty, do not think, — 

Before I wrote tli *s r very lines, 

1 had to melt my ink. 



POEM* 


Of mutual flames and lover’s warmtA, 
You must not be too nice; 

The sheet that I rim writing on 
"Was once a sheet of iec ! 

The Polar cold is sharp enough 
To freeze with icy gloss 

The genial rurient of the soul. 

E’en in a “ Man of Ross/’ 

Pope says that letters wait a sigh 
From Indus to the Pole ; 

But here I really tvi ,)i the post 
Would only «• post the toa'i 

So chilly is the Northern blast, 

It blows mt thiough and through 

A ton of Wall;. end in a no*c 
Would be a billet-doux * 


In such a frigid latitude 
It scarce ,.an he a sin, 

Should Passion cool a little, where 
A Fury was iced in. 

I’m rather tired of endless snow. 
And long Jor coals again ; 

And would give up a Sea of Ice, 
For some of Lamb ton’s Main, 




' 1 POEM. 

pMy-X*' Fm sick of dazzling icc and snow. 




The sun itself I hate ; 

So very bright, so very cold. 
Just like a summer grate. 


For opodeldoc I would kneel. 

My chilblains to anoint ; 

0 Kate, the needle of the North 
Has got a freezing point. 

Our food is solid*-, — ere we put 
Our meat into our crops. 

We take sledge-hammers to our steaks 
And hatchets to our chops. 

So very Litter is the blast. 

So cutting is the air, 

1 never have been warm but once. 
When hugging with a bear. 

One thing I know you’ll like to hear, 
Th* effect of Polar snows. 

I’ve left off snuff 1 — one pinching day— » 
From leaving off my nose. 


‘1?, ' v I have no ear for music new ; 

My ears hoth left together ; 
Jg# * And as for dancing, I have cut 
/ My toes — it’s cutting weather. 



CWS& X 'p* 

POEM, 

Pve said that you should have my hand. 
Some happy day to come ; 

But, Kuti, you only now can wed 
A finger and a thumb. 

Don’t fear that any Esquimaux 
Can we.ii! me fioni my own : 

The Grille oi thi Oiven of Love 
Is not the Frozen Zone. 



At wives with huge t^rr-a s of snow 
My fancy does not l.ite ; 

I like to see a Hu Jr-- Lift not 
In sue]) a did of v hit.*. 

Give me for home a h aw of Kirk, 
The K;fe I love .it 3v <■ 1 
A hand undipped— .) tin uy eye ; 
And not a nose, oi blue 


To think upon the Ihidg, oi Kiw, 
To me a budge of sighs ; 

Oh, Kate a paii of ieide. 

Are standing in nr- i ye-* ! 

God knows i i I shall e'ei ictum. 

In comfort to he lull'd ! 

But if i Jo get. hack to port, 

Pray let me have it mull’d. 



-■ & jstfsr -^Ar-4!sa<wa 
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TO A COI.D BEAUTY. 



Lady, wouldst thou hen ess lx* 

To Wintei’.s cold and cruel part? 
When he* sets the rivers frt r. 

Thou <loft stid huh up tl»v hea.it; — 
Thou thit sh<>uuhf on ii-c the snow. 
But in the v/hi^c iu"-s oi thy Iiow 

Scorn .tin! «oM nerl. ct arc riade 
For wiuNt gloom and winter wind. 
But tivu will wrong tire ‘.union r air. 
Breathing It u* vv.nd* unkind, — 
Breath which only diould hi long 
To love, to sunli ;lif. .<nd t.» song \ 

When the little huds unclose. 

Red, and white, and pud, and hliK- 
And that rngiu How's, the mv, 

Opes her lit air to hold th- dev\. 

Wilt thou lock thy bosom up 
With no jewel in it, cup i 

Let not cold December sit 

Thus in Love’s peculiar throne: 
Brooklets are not prison’d now. 

But crystal frosts are all agoue, 

And that which hangs upon the spray, 
It is no snow, but flow’i of May 1 


( 30 * ^ 

QUEEN MAB. 

A little fairy comes at night. 

Her eyes are bide, her hair is brown. 

With silver spots upon her wings, 

And from the moon she flutters down. 

She has a little silver ward. 

And when 2 good <dnld goes to bed 

She waves her wand fn>m light lo left. 
And makes a eijele round its head. 

And fhen it tKams v)f pleasant things. 
Of fountains filled with faiiy f'ii. 

And trees that bear deh‘* ion-, fi .it 
And bow their branclic" at a wish: 

Of arbours filled with dainty scents 
Ftoin lovely flowers that never fade ; 

Bri gat flics that glitter in the sun. 

And glow-worms sliining in the shade: 

And talking birds with gifted tongues. 
For singing songs and telling tales. 

And pretty dwarfs to show the way 
Through fairy hills and fairy dales. 









BIRTHDAY VERSES. 


But when a bad child goes to bed. 

From left to right she weave*! her rings. 
And then it dreams all through the night 
Of only ugly horrid things! 

Then lions conn: with glaring eyes, 

And tiger® growl, .t dieadiul noise. 

And ogres draw theii mu l knives. 

To rhed the Mood of girls and boys. 

Then stormy waves rush on to duAvn, 

Or raging flames come c .< orcliiug toiinJ, 
Fierce dragons hover in the air, 

And jerpents crawl along the ground. 

Then wicked children wake and weep. 

And wish the long hknk gloom away; 
Bui good ones love the daik, and find 
The night as pleasant as the day. 


BIRTHDAY VERSES. 


Good morrow to the golden morning. 
Good morrow to die world's delight— 
I’ve come to bless thy life’s beginning, 
Since it makes mj own so bright 1 



SONNET, 


I have brought no ro e es, sweetest, 

1 could find no flowers, dear, — 

It vv.r- when nil sweet'' were over 
Thou writ horn to bless the year. 

Tut IVe brought thee jewels, clearest. 

In thy horny locks to shine, — 

And 'f lore .show, in their glances, 
They have learnM th.it look ol mine ! 


SONNET. 

ON R!‘(l.v r JM, A CUT. 


1 ,ook how til" gold' n oti an . hrnrs above 
its pebbly sfom *, j'm m-iyul'i' h ;; /n ,ri|i ; 

So doe*' the Lr^ht and Me*.-,..! light <. I Love 
Its own tiling-. glorify, ami ’ui .e thin worth. 

As weed* stem (ic»wrs In math the flattering brine 
And stones like gems, ami gone as gems indeed, 
Ev’n so our cokers shine; nay, tiny outsliine 
Pebbles and jvmiIs, and gems, and coiu.1 weed ; 

For where ho m'ean was-. - but hall .so cleat. 

So calmly constant, ami kin Uy warm, 

As Love’s most mild arid glowing atmosphere, 
That hath no dir"-, to *n upturn'd hv storm ? 
Th.us, sweet, thy g( adorn, gift* are gifts of price, 
And mor<- than gold to doting Avarice. 




< s«s > 


OVER THE WAY. 

Alas! the fcimct of an i". happy lover 
About my heait and on r.»v t !i.<l« p»ey ; 
Tve caugtir a lever diet U"i‘ mm, 
r K<\ d.r -v.i) ' 

Oh ! why -ire eye 5 of I* i '< I ? T*<^e c . lore! ei 
I’ve lost my re i t I* j i*.y :\jkv by • : *. 

For want of some bnnvn T loll... us or Wn * 
Owi i lie wry f 

I’ve gazed too ofo ■), * ’ H »r > heart' . as lost 
As any nee* He in a ->t itk rd h..y : 

Crosses belong to love, and mini i-» noised 
Own the v/ay ! 

i cannot, read oi write, or thoughts iela\— 
Of what avail Loi.l Ai: hot p - i I' a I (hey? 
Thtfy cannot ca.-c* nu of ry w ir.*!.‘'v-t,u 
0\ei tb« \ ay 1 

> 

■ Even on Sunday my devotum v.ny , 
y And from St. Bonnet Finl: the; O o a- r ^y 
’’.'To dear St, Mary Over) - -t! r Viaiy 



OVER THE WAV. 




Oh l if my godmother were hut a fairy, 

With magic wand, how I would beg and pray 
That she would change me into that canary 
Over tne way \ 


I envy every thing that's near Miss Lindo, 

A pug, a poll, a squir el or a jay — 

Blest biue-boftlcs! that buz about the window 
Ovci the way ! 


Even at even, for there be no shutters, 

I see her reading on, from grave to gay. 

Some tale or poem, till the candle gutters 
0\ er die way I 

And then — ch! then — -while the clear waxen taper 
Emits, two dories high, a Mji’ikc ray, 

I see twelve auburn curls put into paper 
Over the way 1 

But how breathe unto her my deep regards, 

Or ask her for a whispered ay or nay, — - 
Oi offer her my hand, some thitty yards * 

Over the way ! 


ColJ as the pole she is to my adoring;— 
Like Captain Lyon, at Repulse’s Bay, 

1 meet an icy end to my exploring 
Over the way J 




0VER THE way * - 

dirty little Savoyard that dances 
i^^’\She looks on — Punch — nr chimney-sweeps in May ; 

^^.V'JZJounds ! wheielore cannot I attract her glances 

\S' ?' . 

j c? < ■ O r, er the way ! 


^ '■ , ,Half out she leans to watrli a tumbling brat, 

/ Or yelping cur, vur over by a dr y ; 

’• But I’m in love — she never pities that! 

, On er the way ! 

- 

I go to the same church — a love-lost labour ! 
y Haunt all her walks, and dodge her at (he play, 
She does not seem to know die has a n«*ighb«ur 


Over the way ; 

At private theaties 'he never acts ; 

No Crown-ami- Anchor balL her fancy sway ; 
She never visits gentlemen with tiacts 
Over the way! 

To billets-doux by post she shows no favour— 
In short, there is no plot that I can lay 
To break my window-pains to my enslaver 
Over the way ! 



308 OVER THE WAY. 5 

\ 

iv. J 

My wasted form ought of itself to touch her ; . ' ^ * 

My baker fo« Is my appetite’s decay ; , ,, 

And as for b richer;.’ m_jt — Oh i she’s my butcher ,, 

0 ; er the way ! ‘ ». 

i 

At beef I turn , at lamb or veal I pout ; ' 

l never ring now h* ^lingi’p the tray; 

My atonuch grumble* at my dining out 
Osei the way l 

I’m weary of my Hie; \\Jlb< ei r eg let 5 

I could resign t)>i> miM >«.uli’ ci..y 
To lie within that box of mi non ;tle 
Ovei 1 be way 1 


I’ve fitted bulk t " to nig pktol-hor. ; 

I’ve vowed at time-, to n‘-h 1 hc-c ti limpets biay, 
Quite .sick of numbe oik --ann r\ ruber foui 
Over th. way ! 


Somribn^.H my fancy bnil !s up castles airy. 

Sonn Hues it only p.Jrjts a lermc* nrtijc. 

A horse — a cow — sk f u\ K — .1 pig— and Mary, 
' her the way ! 


Sometimes I dn -,i of her in bridal white. 
Standing before the .dial, life a fay ; 

Soitu timer of halls, and nughbouily invite 
Our the way ! 





OVER THE WAY. 


m&U-;. ■ OVER. THE WAY. 3°9 

W&B ooo’d with her in dream r, like any turtV, 

Pfpre snatch’d her from the Cljde. the Tweed, and 1 ay, 
i*;' Thrice l have made a grove (d that one myrtle 
ft'" 'i Over the way i 

A 

r * ^hricc I have unveil her hi a < urv 'b.dlop, 

Thrice i ami to Otetna. ir a m d P°" ,,a }’ 

, And shower’d ciowr, to m.ke dr- lvrr.es galop 
Of 1 f, ». W.l; ! 

And thih-c I’ve ^u»t<v. up hum du.oo, .ippalluift 
‘ \ Of killing liv ii- in a bloody h/.y- 
f' ’ There is ;; yoe*v. nr/i very fond «d ' dl n^ 
i 0> •»’ th** w >v ! 


K 


Oh! happy m;.n— above all hin<;- in filo*T* 
Wboevei in her eat may vi y h. > •>ay, 

‘ And add a tale of lov <* m that me otory 

Ovc tile way 1 

' Nabob of Arcot- D. -.pot of Japan- 
Sultan of Persia— Empi tor of C ithay— 

: Much rather would I he the happy man 
Ovei the way ! 


ft". ' With such a lot my heat? would h* m clever 
1 But wliat — O horror «- wh.it do 1 purvey ! 


f postilions and white favours 



! - all *0 over 


Ova- the way ! 



( 3 10 ) 


THE APPARITION. 




In the dead of tin* night, when, fiom beds that are turfy. 
The spirits ri>t up on oJtl cronies to call. 

Came a shrde from the Shades on a visit to Murphy, 
Wis > had n^t foreseen such, a visit at all. 

,r Don't shiver and shake," said the m‘dd Apparition, 

Pm tome to your htd will) no evil design j 
Pm the Sphit of M.'.m, lVmch Moore the Physician, 
Once great like yourself jn the Almanack lire. 

Like yon I was on<v a great prophet or weather, 

And deem’d to po^ess a moio ,'iesciei,i knack 
Than dogs, frogs, pigs, cattle, or eat». all together, 

The donkejs that brav, and the clille s that quack. 

With joy, thug as ashes retain former passion, 

I saw my old mantle lugg’d out from the shelf, 

Turn’d, trimmed, and brush’d up, and again brought In 
feshic n, 

I seem’d i o he almost rev i\ ing myself ! 

Put, oh i from my »oys there was soon a sad cantle, 

As too many rooks make a mull of the broth — 

To find that two Prophets were under my mantle, 

And pulling two ways at the risk of the cloth. >' V 


SONG. 


• SONG. 3« 

$Jj£j /itTsifctt you would meet with an awkwardish tumble, 
KV t V'Oh! join like the Siamese twins in your jump*:; 

' Just fancy if Faith on her Prophets should tumble, 

> The one in his clogs, and the other in pumps ! 

But think how the people would worship and wonder. 
To find you " luil fellows, well rner,” in your hail. 

In one tune with your nun, and your wind, and your 
$4 - thunder, 

"’Fore Cod,” they would cry, "they ai e both in a tale!” 


SONG, 

IOR MUSIC. 


* 



A Lake and a fairy boat 
To soil in the moonlight clear, — 

And menily we would float 

Fiona the dragons that watch us here : 

Thy gown should ho snow-white silk. 
And strings of orient peuiis, 

Like goisainors dipt in milk. 

Should twine with thy taven curls! 

Red rubies should deck tln r hands, 
And diamonds should be tin dower- — 
But Fairies have laohe their wands 
And wishing lias lost its power. 


( 3 ‘* ) 

THE KEV. 

A MOOILibH HOMANCE. 


• •• 


'1 'in. isTo'v. L';’n< on hi” cu-hion. 

\\ r * 1 1 1 e pipe hi'p’.trn hh hp>; 
•\i)i ! till at (itqri'jjt i.iliTwh 
The sw»vi .-ii*. ib.r hi 'V : 
i.i.t, .q iU 1 of Iv! 1 !:!,, 

A. IK? t'K- r i* » lil’.; ' ’tp, 

i Tilt* J-pint o r tl.i Moor 

! I > !ii i£ • !\ Kir u- 11 up * 

i 

One ?i i.i ’ !' . n ii 1 - pi-» »i 
I ( in it . f". i .* ntiO ■ ! , 

* ;i l,; ijm| .>r JO i th<. r* ■ *lm 

j A u.l ! my iht lot L — 

| T.- oth . ix.-ks SO atj-iKi-, 

AnJ iJa'.,)b it*' j avOiV hilt- — 

(>'• * nu J) o r ;»ot< in J,’) * of )ore 
That C , ni«Kt‘i! Muli ‘'J’llt ! 

j IJh ‘,tw. ,:r\. kn ; t, his eyes oi jet 

! in \i\kl hLckno s lull, 

j A id gl> .i:n uhh fatal /lashe® 

I ike tin Oe-iOmp ol the coal; 



THE KEY, 


His jaws are sot, and through his teeth 
He draws a savage- breath, 

As if about to ratio the shout 
Of Victory or Death 1 


For why? the la,->r Z*bcck that came 
And iniH'rV within the Jvd »lv, 

Such tidings iin*o Ti.nb brought 
As sur Iii*, * t •'<.!! — 

Tho enu I j.st of < Iwl wui. 

The *.;u! ami stormy nign, 

Thar hut kens like a rhnndcr * I*"!') 
The sunny land of Sp.dn! 


"No strife of gl mkui* Chivalry, 

For honour’*, g.dn or loss. 

Not yet th.i* ancient livalrv. 

Tin Crescent with the Ciosi. 

No charge nl gallant Paladins 
On Moslems stern and stanch ; 

But Cluistians shedding Christian blood 
Beneath the olive’s branch ! 


A war of horrid parricide. 

And brother killing hiotlier; 

Yea, like t> "dogs and sons of dogs” 
That worry one anotliu. 



THE KEY., 





But let them bite and tear and fight* 
The more the Rafters slay, 

The sooner Hagar s swarming sons 
Shall make die land a prey ! 


The sooner ?ha!l die Moor behold 
I'll* Alhambra's pile again ; 

And those who pined in Barhary 
Shall .shout for joy in Spain — 

The sooner shall the Crescent wave 
On dear Granada's walls . 

And proud Mohammed Ali sit 
Within his father halls! 

“ Aha-il-alla ! *' tiger-like 
X^p springs the swarthy Moor, 

And, with a wide and haw stride. 
Steps o’er the marljle floor; 

A crews the hah, till from tne wall. 
Where such quaint patterns be. 
With « ager hand he snatches down 
An old and massive Key ! 


A massive Key of curious shape. 
And dark with dirt ana rust. 
And well time weary centuries 
The metal might encrust! 



>; 


■/ 




THE KEY* 


For since the King Boabdil fell 
Before tne native stock. 

That ancient Key, so quaint to see. 
Hath never oeen in lock. 


Brought over by the Saracens 
Who fled acioss the main, 

A token of the secret hope. 

Of going nack again ; 

From race to r.ice. from hand to hand. 
From house to house it pass’d ; 

O will it ever, ever ope 
Tin: Palace gate at last.'* 

Tiuee hundred years and fifty-two 
On post and wall it hung— 

Three hundred years and fifty-two 
A dream to old and young j 
But now a brighter destiny 
The Prophet’s will accnids : 

The time is come to scour tne rust. 
And luoricate the wauls. 


jsp. 


For should the Moor with sword and lance 
At Algesiras land. 

Where is the bold Bernardo now 
Their progress to withstand? 


THE KEY. 


To Burgos should the Moslem come. 
Where is the noble Cid 
Five royal crowns fo topple down 
As gallant Diaz did ? 


Hath Xm*s any Pounder now, 

When othe r weapons fail. 

With ehi't to thr.i'h invaders radr. 

Like bailey with a P.di? 

Hith Se\ ille .my Pur/. still, 

T" lay his flusters low. 

And ride with -ewe turbans green 
Around his saddle-how ? 

No! never mor shell Europe see 
Such Heroes brave and hoM 
Such Valour, Faith, aeJ Loy.dty, 

As used lo shine of ohl ! 

No longer to rue battle cry 
United Spaniards tun, 

And with their thronging spears uphold 
The Virgin and hei Son ! 


From Cadiz Bay to rough Biscay 
Internal discord dwells. 

And Bare dona bears the scars 
Of Spanish shot and shells, 



THE KEY. 


The fleets decline, the merchants pine 
For want of fouign trade ; 

And gold is scant ; and Alicante 
Is seal’d by strict blockade 1 


The loyal flv, and Vuloni falls, 

Opposed l»y roust intiigae ; 

But treacheiy and ttaiior;> tlmve. 

Upheld by for* Jgu league; 

While faction' seeking private ends 
By turns muiping reign — 

Well may die du anting, -choming Moor 
Exulting point to Spain ! 


Well may he cleanse the rusty Key 
With Altic sand and oil. 

And hope an Andalusian home 
Shall recompense the toil ! 

Well may he swear the Moori-h sprat 
Timing it wild Castile shall sweep, 
Ar.d where the Catalonian sowed 
The Saracen shall o.ap ! 


WtLl may he vow to spurn the Cross 
Beneath the Arab hoof. 

And plant the Cie-ceiit yet again 
Above tlf Alhambia's root — 



A DREAM. 


When those from whom St. Jago’s name 
In chorus once arose, 

Arc shouting Faction’s battle-cries, 

And Spain forgets to “ Close ! ” 

Well may he swear his ataghan 
Shall rout the traitor swarm. 

And carve them into Arabesques 
That show no human form — 

The blame be theirs whose bloody feudr 
Invite the savage Moor, 

And tempt him with the ancient Key 
To seek the ancient door ! 


A DREAM. 

f T wa s night — the Globe was folded up, 
(The parcr, not the earth,) 

And to Its proper shelf i (Moretl 
The fairest “Maid o 1 lVsth : ” 

But stiH with strange intiicacy 
The things that I had read — 

The Irish News, the Scottish Tale- 
Kept running in my head ; 

While over all a sort of mist 
Began to slowly creep. 



A DREAM 





The twilight haze of Thought, before 
It darkens into Sleep: 

A foggy land wheie shady shapes 
Kept staring in the gloom, 

Till with a hint of brighter tint 
One spot began to bloom. 

And on the blank, by dreamy prank, 

1 saw a Figure tall. 

As vivid as from painted glass, 
Projected on a wall 1 




The face as well as I could trace. 

Two sparkling eyes were there, 

Black as the beard, and tiim moustache, 

And curling head of hair ; 

'> The nose was straight, the mouth was large. 

The lips disclosed beneath 
A set, full vdiite and regular, 

Of strong and handsome teeth — 

The whiter, that his brow and check. 

And thick uncovered gorge, 

Were ruddy as if baked by heat 
Of sun or glowing foige. 



His dress was buff, oi some such stuff, 
And belted at the waist ; 

A curious dirk, for stabbing work. 
Was in the girdle placed. 




V A DUE AM. 

And well the sturdy limbs might be 
So sinewy, staik, and strong, 

That had to wield in brittle-field 
A sword si i I road and long I 
Few me n ih« re wen* of mortal mould. 
Although of wailihe trade, 

But had been iadi to stand the crash 
Of that tjrmendous blade; 

And yet aloft hi •■wisng it olt, 

A« if of fi.tther wiieiit. 

And cut amiil the < mpry .or 
A mom troy-, figure right ; 

Whilst i ver. .’s it cleft the wind. 

A whi j>< r came th'-u-with. 

That low and cleat. said in my e'u, 
•‘Hi hold the Fighting Smith 


And lo! anothet tr change came o’er 
'VJu spiiit of ivy die.tm •” 

The hauberk bright no longer shone* 
With that metallic gleam — 

No ruddy \:sv»e furnace-srorrh'd. 
With glowin'? eyes, was then', 

No sable bend, no tnm moustache; 

Nor head of raven hair ; 

No steely cap, with plume mayhap 
No bonnet small or big; 

Upon Ids brow these etrlid now 
A curly powder’d Wig ! 


STANZAS. 


Beneath the chin two cambric bands 
Demurely drooped adown ; 

And from his brawny shoulders hung 
A black forensic gown. 

No mail beneath, to guard from death, 
Oi wounds in battle dealt. 

Nor ready dirk for stabbing work. 
Dependent at his belt — 

His right hand bote no broad clay m. wit. 
But with a flourish, soon 
lie waved a Pistol huge enough 
For any horv*-dugoon. 

And whilst he pointed to and fro, 

As if to aim therewith. 

Still in my ear, the voice was char, 
“Behold tire Fighting Smith 1'' 


STANZA?, 

Farlvtll, Life ! My senses swim 
And the world is growing dim ; 
Thronging shadows cloud the light. 
Like the advent oi the night, — 
Colder, colder, colder still 
Upwards steals a \apour chill — 
Strong the earthy odour grows — 

I smell tlie Mould above the Rose ! 




- THE WORKHOUSE CLOCK, 


Welcome, Life ! the Spirit strives I 
Strength returns, and hope revives ; 
Cloudy fears and shapes foilom 
Fly like shadows at the morn, — 
O’ei the earth there comes a bloom- 
Sunny light for sullen gloom, 

Warm perfume for vapour cold- - 
I smell the Rose above the Mould ! 


THE WORKHOUSE CLOCK. 

AN ALLEGORY - . 


Tjikke’s a murmur in the air. 

And noise in every street — 

The murmur of many tongues. 

The noise of numerous feet — 
While round the Workhouse door 
The Labouring Classes flock. 

For why ? the Overseer of the Poor 
Is setting the Workhouse Clock, 
Who docs not hear the tramp 
Of thousands speeding aLong 
Of either sex and various stamp. 
Sickly, crippled, or strong. 



THE WORKHOUSE CLOCK. 

Walking, limping, creeping 
Fiom court, and alley, and lane. 

Lilt all in one direction ‘•weeping 
Like rivei') that seek the main? 

Who does not see them sally 
From mill, and garret, and room, 

Jn lane, and court and alley. 

From homes in poveity s lowest valley. 
Furnished with shuttle and loom — 

Poor slaves of Civilization’s galley--- 
And in the road and footway rally. 

As if for the Hay of j 'o. »ir. 

Some, of hardly human hum. 

Stunted, fooled, ami nippiiu hy to? 1 
Dingy with smoke and dust and oil. 

And smh'h'd 1 1 si !»■* with v:» us n»il 
Clustiiing, rr.i:« *■< »irg, all m • --watm. 
Father, mother, and ^•'-efui iluhl, 
Looking as if it had nevei smiled — 

'Hn Sempsfr ss, Jean, and \v< ary, and wan 
With onl ; the ghosts of garments on—* 
The Weaver, her saMow neigliboui. 

The grim and sooty Artisan; 

Fverv soul— -child, woman, or man, 

Who lives— or elks — hy labour. 

StirrM by an overwhelming zeal, 

A.ml social impulse, a terrible throng 



THE WORKHOUSE CLOCK. 

spy . 

- Leaving shuttle, and needle, and wheel, 
’"/Furnace, and grindstone, spindle, and reel, 
; Thread, and yarn, and iron, and .steel — 

■ Yea, rest and the yet untusted meal — 

^ Gushing, rushing, crushing along, 

A very torrent of hi an ; 

Urged by the sighs of sorrow and wrong. 
Grown at last to i bmricanr strong, 

Stop its Course who c.iTx 1 
Stop who can its onward course 
And irresistible r.ioial foiic; 

O ! vain and idle dr< am 1 
For surely ;r» men are ali akin. 

Whether of lair or sable skin, 

According to hi a tine’s ..theme. 

That Human Movement contains witiun 
A Blood-Powei Pioneer than Steam. 


Onward, onward, with hasty feet. 

They swarm — and westward still — 
Masses born to think and eat. 

But starving amidst Whiter hapelVs meat. 
And famishing down Cotnhili! 

,„i', Through the Poultry — hut still unfed— 

‘ , Christian Charity, hang your head ! 

; : Hungry — passing the Street of Bread ; 

K ** '' Thirs ty— the stree t of]\ l i Ik ; 

. Ragged — beside the Ludgate Mart, 

sLJHC ' 


f ;?'$%* ' THE TWO PEACOCKS OF BEDFO’H^ 

So gorgeous, through Mechanic' Art, " - ' ^ 

With cotton, and wool, and silk ! , ’ 

■$ 

At last, before that door 

That bears so many a knock > , 

Ere ever it open'? to Sick or Pool. 

Like sheep they huddle anti floeic — 

And would that all the Good and Wise 
Could see the Million of hollow eyes. 

With a gleam deiiv’d from Hope and the skies. 
Upturn'd to the Workhouse CWk! 

Oil! that the Parish Powers, 

Who regulate Lnhou-’s Ivur-i, 

The daily amount- nf human triaJ, 

Weariness, piin, ami *ell -denial 
Would tui n irom the artifieiil dia' 

'That striketh ten or eleven. 

And go. loi once, by that A 1 1 one 
That (.trail in the IH.-t of N.-ruie’s v.m. 

And takes its tim' lrom Huu-ii! 


THE TWO PEACOCKS OF BEUFONT. 

Alas! That breathing Vanity .should go 
Where Pride is buried — like its very ghost. 
Uprisen from the naked bones below. 

In novel flesh, dad in the silent boast 





' TWO PEACOCKS OF BEDFONT. • 3*7 ;^ 
gaudy silk that flutters to and fro. 


Shedding its chilling superstition most 
l young and ignorant natures — as it wont 
; r?° haunt the peaceful churchy aid of Bcdiont! 

f : #. Each Sabbatli morning, at the hour of prn yet, 

Behold two maidens up the xjuiet gieen 
Shining far distant, in the summei air 

That flaunts their dewy robes and hu at lies between 
Their downy plumes. — sailing a c ii they were 
Two far-off ship 1 *. — until they brush hi tween 
Tho churchvard’s humble walls, and watch and wait 
Oil either side of the wide open’d gate. 


And there tluy rtand— wbh haughty nuke bcfoio 
God’? holy house, that points tow aids ihe skies- - 
Frowning reluctant duty from the poor. 

And tempting homage ftom unthoughtful eyes : 
And Youth looks lingeiing from the ten i pie door. 
Breathing its wishes in unliuitful sighs. 

With pouting lips, — loigetiul of the giace. 

Of health, and snubs, on the heart-conscious lace; — 



Because that Wealth, which has no bliss beside. 
May wear the happiness of tich attire ; 

And those two sbters, in theii silly pride. 

May change the soul’s waim glances for the fire 




3*S THE TWO PEACOCKS OF BKJ>F6nT, 

Of lifeless diamond* ; — and foi health denied,— 
With art, that blushes at Jts<lf, impiie 
Their languid chocks — and flourish in a glory 
That has no life in life, noi ufti r-<- f ovy. 

The agfd pi lest goes shaking hi.s giev hail 
In irv okost censuihei, and turns ins eye 
Earthward in grief, md heavenward in ju,i_>‘r, 

Aiul sighs, and clasp-. His hands, and j asses hv. 
Goad-hearted man! what sullen soul would vvtat 
Thy sorrow ioi a gaib, :-'ul constantly 
Put on thy censure, that might wi > rhe piaise 
Of one so grey in good tics'- am! in day.> ? 

AUo the solemn (ink j-.rfjl'Cs the sir -m 
Of tin-. ungodly ‘hnu o ! bunvr j’u.'i, 

And «adlv blends lih metenc and blame 
In ore grave bow, and pissrs wti, u biiide 
Impatient • — many a rui-hoodtd drme 

Turns her pain' I head, hut not in i glance, aside 
From wanton uns-, and mam Is o’er again, 
r J’hat heaven hath no wet judgments lot the* vain. 

“I have a lily in the bloom *.t home,” 

Quoth one, “and by the blessed Sabbath day 
I'll jduck :ri) lily in it* pride, and come 
And read a lesson upon vain array 


THE TWO PEACOCKS OF BEDFONT. 3*9 

jSjpisid when stiff .silks arc rustling up, and some 
jgdj Give place, I’ll .shake it in pioud eyes an<! say— 
’Making my reverence, — ‘Ladies, an you please 
Pi’ 'King Solomon’s not half so fine as these.’ ” 

fL '• 

Then her meek partner, who has ntai'y urn 
. His eat r hi) eom.s-*,--.' Nay, Goody, ht your ttxt 

Grow in the giitlen. — We have o:iJ y o:n* — - 

Who knows that rh.se i.im eves may see the next? 
ft Summer will ro:n< u-jaiij, md summer -un. 

And lihfi mo,- i ut I were soi- Iy \e.\t 
*, » To mar rrn iMiden, anJ cur - lic'i t th* Mow 
01 the last lily I may live m ;;uav. ’ 

“The last ! ,y q until she, “ and though the last it were — 
Lo ! those two wanton-, where they -rand so proud 
With waving plumis, and jewels in tin ir hair, 

And painted elieeks. like Dagons to lie Low’d 
And cuitoeyV, to ! — last Sabbath after pi«y'r, 

I heaid tile little Tomkins ask aloud 
If they wcio angels — but I made him know 
God’s bright ones better, with a hitter blow 1 ” 


fV‘; So speaking, they puisne the pebbly walk 

\*Y' That leads to the white pouh the Sunday throng, 

. £*' Hand-coupled urchins in restrained f .dk, 

.'And anxious pedagogue that droatins wrong, 
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And posied churchwarden with solemn stalk, 
And gold -hi duen’d beadle flames along. 
And gentle peasant clad in bufT arid green, 
Like a meek cowslip in the *piing serene; 


And blushing maiden — modesty array'd 

in spotless whit'*, — still cotncious of the glass; 
And she, <he lorudv wulow, that hath made 
A sable covenant with gib i, — :d..s \ 

She veils her tears under the d» rp. d*rp shade, 
While the poor kin JK he.*rV'\ as th*y pats. 
Bend to uncloudtd (bildh >ed. and caiess 
Her boy, — so iiv-y *— and iatlieiless ! 

Thus ns good Chii'tiarv- ought, tl'ey all chaw ne.u 
The fair wince tempi", to 'in i,.uelj Cull 
Of pleasant bells that tt* ndd'. *n tli" «\u. — 

Now the lc-’t fiocK and sc ilet hood, and shawl 
Fade, into dusk, hi the dim utmo-phere 

Of tilt; low porch, and heax’n lias won them all, 
— Saving those two, that turn aside a. id pass. 

In velvet blossom, where all flesh is grass. 


Ah me 1 to see then silken manor* tt ail’d 
In purple luxuries — with restless gold, — 

FhiUT -lug the grass where widowhood has wan’d 
In Uotr u ] black, — over the heapv mould 


■ ■ ? . * 1 ■ .: 
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Biting wave-wantonly I They never quail’d 
Jjj£\How the warm vanity abused the cold ; 

$ibt saw the solemn faces of the gone 



'Sadly uplooking through transparent stone • 

But swept their dwelling- with unquiet light, 
Shocking the awiul pr^emc of the dead ; 

>■(., Where gracious lurims w.-uM rh* ii --yes benight 
Nor wear their h* leg with i lip too red, 

. Nor move t< o rudely in the Minima bright 
■ Oi sun, hut put stud sooow in f.hetr tread, 
Meting it inf.’, steps w.ih rnwaul breath. 

In very pity to ba c;ned hath. 


Now in the church, time-"obi.r.l minds re-ign 

To solemn pr..y i, and the loud (.haunted hymn, — 
With glowing pirtmings of joy- di\ine 
:* Painting the mht-lighf where tin too f is dim 
| / But youth looks upward to the window shine, 

iji* 1 Warming with ro-e and purple and the swim 
Of gold, a9 if thought-tinted by the stains 
£ ; Of gorgeous light through many-colouiM panes ; 


1 

A 1 ;,: * 

f*V Jfr 

■ Soiling the virgin snow when cm God hath 
Enrobed his angels,- and with absent eyes 
5^; Hearing of Heav’n, and it* directed path, 

j Thoughtful of slippers, — and the glorious skies 
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Clouding with satin,— till the preacher's wrath 
Consumes hi,- pity, and Ik* glows, and cues 
With a deep vcLe that tiemhles in its might, 

And earnest eyes grown eloquent in light : 

** Oh. *h it the vacant eye would learn to look 
On vi iy beauty, and the Kuit embrace* 

True h n eh mss, and furr. tlu^ holy book 

Diink the warm -breathing toudeincis jiiJ grace 
Of love indeed ! Oh. rhat the young soul took 
Its \iigin passion fi >n. tee glorio is lace 
Of bur religion, and addr-.s’d <1- -tufa, 

T. o win the riche, of eternal Ji f e ! 


** . yu - 

m 


■r* 

V.*' 


"Dodi the vain In .o'. love glory tha* i- n •«<*, 
And ti to poor exo in’ue of \ j : u at; he* ? 

Oh go, ard drown youi eves ag.i"i : the .inn, 
r l he* viable ruler «>f t ? . *'arrv q ure, 

Till boiling gold in giddy e h.n.'' ion, 

Dazzling th< i>T»i n with oil -> of living file ; 
And the Lv d soul down-* iai hens into night. 
And dies a burning maitynlom to light. 


(t Oh go, and ga/a wl.i n the low winds of cv’ri 
Bi rathe hymns, and Nature'*: many forests nod 
Thi ii goid-c; own’d head.s ; and the rich blooms of heaif^vN^I 
Sun-ripenM give theii blushes up to God; 
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modncain-rocks and cloudy steeps are riv’n 
founts of fire, as sinirttn by the rod 
^Of heavenly Moses, — that your thirsty sense 
Aw/ May quench its longing of magniluvuce! 


"Yet suns shall perish — sta* s '■hill fade away 
'/ ’ Day into darkness — darkness into death — 

Death into silena. ; tin* warm light oi day, 

' m ' The blooms of summer , the rich glowing hmin 
Of even — all -.hall vv«:ivi and decay, 

% Like the frail furniture of dreams beneath 
1 , The touch -d morn — or bubbles of ikh dyes 
That break and vani-d* in du aching eyi^." 

- They hear, soul- blushing, and i< pt »n mt he I 

Unwholesome droughts nr wholesome tears, a 11 1 pour 
' Th'ir sin to eirth. — and with low drooping h ad 
Receive thr* solemn blessing, and imp 1 ore 
Its grace — tie n «-oberiy until clnrten’d tread. 

They meekly press towards tin* gu c ty door. 

With humbled eyes that go to graze upon 
The lowly grass— like him or Babylon. 


The lowly grass i — O watu -constant mind l 
jj*' , Fast-ebbing holiness 1 — soon-fading g~ ice 

Of serious thought, as if the gushing wind 
If'/ Through the low porch had wash'd ir from die face 
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For ever ! — How they lift their eyes to find 
Old vanities ! — Pride wins the very place 
Of meekness, like a biid, and flutters now 
With idle wings on the curl-conscious brow I 


And I"! with eager looks they seek the way 
Of old temptation at the lowly grv ; 

To feast on tcatheis, and on vain an ay. 

And painted clucks, and the rnh glistering state 
Of iiwtl -sprinkled lock — But \vh*Te ate they. 
The graceless haughty ones that ih d to wait 
With, lofty neck, and nods, and c !iflcii\j »*yc ? — 
None challenge the old homatn bending by. 

In vain they look for the ungracious bloom 
Of rich apparel wluo. jt plow’d belore, ~ 

For Vanity has fad* d all 10 pi »om, 

Aiivl lofty lV'dt has stiff* n’d to tne core, 

For impious Life ro ttenriMi : t it, doom, — 

Set for a warning token cmittou. 

Whereon, as cow, the giddy and flu* wise 
Shall ga/.e with !i( L ed ha tub and wond'ring eyes. 


The aged priest goes on each Sabbath morn, 
But shakes nor son ow iv du his gtey hair: 
The solemn clerk goes lavendei'J and shorn 
Nor stoops hie buck to the ungodly paii ; — 


TO A FALSE FRIEND. 


ancient lips that pucker’d up in scorn. 

Go smoothly breathing to the house of pruy’r j 
pfy'And. in the garden-plot, fiom day to day, 
fJv.The lily blooms its long white life away. 


V ■' And where two haughty maidens used to be, 

L 'h' In pride of plume, when- plumy Death had trod, 

. Trailing their goigwus velvets wantonly, 

Most unmeet pail, o»n-r the tvdy sod ; — 

There, gentle stranger, thou muy\l only see 

Two sombre Peacocks. Age, with sapient nod 

; Marking the ‘•pot, still tarries to declare 
How they once lived, and whciefore they are there. 


TO A FALSE FRIEND. 


Our hands have met, bur not our hearts j 
Our hands will never meet again. 
Friends, if we have ever been, 

Friends we cannot now remain : 

I only know I loved you once, 

I only know 1 loved in vain ; 

Our hands have met. but not our hearts t 
Our hands will nevei meet again ! 


p; 
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Then iarowdl to heait and hand ! 

1 would our hands had never met; 

Even the outward form of love 
Must he resigned with some re-let 
Fjiends, we still might seem to he. 

If ! my wrong could e’er forget 

Our hands have join’d hut not our hearts* 

I would our hands have nev<. r met! 


FALSE POETS AND TRUE. 

TO VVOitOOVOrtlH. 


Look how* the Ld soar- upwaid and is gone, 
'fuming a spuit as he neats the '•ky ! 

Ills vone is hear 1, hut hedy their is T » »rn 
To fix the v -vine • Ncur-iens of th^. eo . 

So, poet 15 * son- - are with u->, -ho' fh> )' die 
Obscured, and hid hy dt.i.ji*'> oldjvions -liroud, 
And Firth inh«*iits the lidi mt lot 1 ) 

Like 1 . lining mn-c from the morning cloud. 

Yet, few tin 1 . I e who pipe »■»' -weef am! ioud 
Their vohvs reacli u- thiough the lap 1 e of spaces 
The n<n*-v d.n is deafen :1 bv a nowd 
Of undistinguish’d hiids a twittering race; 
l'ii* only laik and nightingale foslorn 
F‘)il up the silence^ of night and morn. 
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b ,<v r ' 


y&Wno hath ever hero hneu and bourn! by a spell 
^ To wander, fore-damn'd, in that circle of ndl 
r V Where Witchery \voik» with ht r will like a gnJ., 

X Works more than the womwrs of time at a nod, — 

At a woi J, — at a touch,- at a (la li ol the < ■ < , 

But each fotm is a de .ir, and *, *.< h -oiuri I> a Lit*, 

Things born of a wish — to « nduie fm t thought 
■ . Or last f*n long age- - to \auish to nought, 

' Or put on new -em'dai ie. : O Jow 1 li id given 
The throne oL .< kingiiotu to know il f b i* he.ut is, 

- ' And the earth and it'- stuaiv.s to »>! tdiice, oi win dvr 
They kept tin* worlds Vuthd.e au<i bibdmn’d . aether ! 
Fori lo/ed flu, it. oi iriioi. ,m i i . >.i‘. l anrl\ diia-h.l 
That the canh ukrio I aui 1 , end tin.- ».m wheie 1 bed :» !, 
The face I might dote on, should live our the baa* 

, <Ji the charm that ci\atid, am! ‘uddvnly r^i : 
i And I gave me to dumb-*!, is iff tom out dieam 
To another- — cadi lion id, and clunk of the -.tiemn 
Like a first taste ol blood, Ic-t a- uatei I quafPd 
f , Swift poison, and never should Incat he liom the dtaft, — 
/"• ‘Such drink as her own moturdi let-hand drain’d up 
Vg When he pledged liei, and Fate i\>.< d his eye- in the cup. 
‘ ,\ , And I pluck’d of the fmit witli Iiekl hreatli, and a feat 
’f4>That the branch would stait hack and icieam out in my 


ear} 
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Foi mrc at nn siipiviing, T pluck'd in the dusk. 

An appl'* j . ■ i * • ;y hing and fragiant of musk } 

Tu.r !'.■ d hr i. \ tu £1*1- will- u.rpvm'd with gore, • a 
And i 1 '- Ji.il!- 'M .t-:i fuigm-.rt w.ii fle-di at the core; 

And o 1 u ord\ once tm tlu* 1*>\ «* of in hlush, 

I I ol' r a lilo mi houph, hut tlu re *ame ‘•uch a gush 
On mj \ "i h thv it fainter! a\«'»v in \\v.*k flight, 

W hik ;h, ! d hidden wo .dpi i ’o i dn u h\l at the sight 
And. oh 1 -ml' in aj ony (hull'd in that note, 

That my oul. strujii *g up, at ^v.irnt in niy throat, 

A-> it lorT'i to In. fur of a Indy wi. >.■ hand 

Wa 1 d iomM to woik toinii’i N a I'm) ha<i pla.inM i 


1 hen f • N>od ■ujtl.out Tr, vet how aa illimr (v flee, 

A*> if looted and h u .or-turnM inh) a tm.- 

()h ! ht: iunoc 'ir di alii.- and to siidtie.il. win it, 

1 <!rani» of T.e *>:,* nil, 1 •• • i !»o poi’p.i wu in h ; 

I phmgid in it- w.if-Ts, but eu ] <i.al 1 sink, 

Sonu invisihh fate pull'd ' p h.c V ? v th> 1 link ; 

1 '■.pump hom tin* toil-, !. "t' it* pi *-i ic'K- height, 
ini* i li on tlu ,m e . with a im\. * .!v*ppci*s fl i«»ht ; 

1 ran *.t my f< *•> they vve< f ais and no more. 

For tin- hi at would n.,f m ..i 'K tny limln, nor the boar, 
l’ut moan'd - all rh« k bmt h .] fk* ,!i cmiUl not smother 
The hottihii ru.th, -we wen* 1 in to each other I 


Tin y were mournfully gentle, and group’d for relief 
All k-r in thei; skin, but all friends in their grief: 
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fftThe leopard was iherty-buby-mild in its feature; 

*■ $.nd the tiger, black- ban "d, with the ,-:iie of a cieatuie 
j^.That knew gentle pby ; tin* brisih -back’d boar, 

His imiocvnt tusks st..i, . d with mulb-Tiy gou* ; 

/' And the laughing hyena- - but laughing tio mote; 

&/, And the .snake, nor with magit.nl mbs to dcvh«* 

'■ : Strange death, but with woman's mo tion ol eyes; 
The tall ugly anr. that still h >,v a .iim shine 
Through hks Unity cdipsi o{ .1 manhood dwni" ; 

. And the eliphant MutrU, wid. mote rli.in jf. kusoii. 
How thoughtful hi sndnes, \ but thi- is no season 
To reckon :h« m up : 1 * . : n the lag bellied to .d 
To tlie mamm *:h, wdio.e .sobs ahook hi-* ponderous load. 
Thoie wen u » ol ail sh ipt». wretched lorm», when l 
came, 

Thm hung down tlvit head? with a hum m-lil.c .name; 
The cleplunt hit! i * the bough , a\d 4 l.e beat 
Shed o*ci bis t ye; tu.* dm l. v< 11 of hi-, b.sir ; 

And the womanly .soul aiming sick with disgust. 

Tried to vomit hem ii horn her su pm fine < ui-r ; 

While .ill gtoun' J tin it g loans into one a r their lot. 

As I bi ought th.m th-; image of what they were not. 

Then lose a wild sound r. f tin. human volt,* choking 
Through vile huit.il Organs-- fr-*niuIoiis cloaking ; 
Cries swallow’d abmptly d« » i> animal tones 
.Attuned to stiange pa.sion, .mu 'ull-uttu'd groans ; 

? , f ‘\ AU shuddeiing weaker, till btnbM 111 .• n.in.e 
■jy-Of tongues in mute motion and w rJ ie yawning jaw 6 ; 
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And I guess’d that those horrors were meant to tell 0 , «f i '>^c 
The tale of their woes ; but the silence told more, ’ 

That wjWh’J on their tonguei; and I knelt on the sod,^',^J ; > 
And pi «i) ed with my voice to the cloud-stirring god, ' V/i,, 

Foi the sad congregation of supplicants there, 

'j'hat upturn'd to his heaven lmite hues of ptayer ; ■ «7 J!t 

And 1 ceased and they uttii'd a moaning so deep, '■'Vwetl 

That 1 wept for my Ik ait -case, — but they could not weep,' '>•?’ 

A ud ga/**d with led eyeball., dll wistfully dry. 

At the imnfoit of teais in a Mag's human eye. TT 

'J'hen 1 motion’d them round, and. to soothe tin ir distress, ’ 

I catess'd, and they hint thun to mei t m;» caress, 

Then* necks to my aim, ..ud ill *ii heads to my palm. 

And with pool g:a:» 'ill i}<. suda'd meekly am* calm 
Those tokens o { ‘ kindness, withheld by haid 1 ito ‘ A f 

Fiom returns rh it might 1 lull the w.um pi 1 y t > hate : ■ 

So they passivi i) hmv'd- ivc t!ie ‘.ijn "• th.-t leapt 
To my buast hki a i t< r, and p«< • m; 'y . r. pt 
hi mduate of in) nc h, .m 1 witt' td^si* 1 isses blister’ll 
Mvlips In ia .h low diew b irl wuid, and glistei’d 

Her eves in niv i.ie nd loud Ids ing ajfiighr, j 

lJropi down, and swu't stait d aw ly from my sight! y* 

This ’.oronv was then-, but thine wretched my lot. 

Turn d luuie in my soul, though mv body was not, ;j 

When 1 fled from tie ,ot«ow of womanly faces, 4 - 

'J'hat shrouded iheii v\ >•. in tlie shade of lone places, wTh 
And d.ish’d off blight teais, till their fingers were wet# ’ * ^ 

And then wiped then lids with long tresses of jet: 

■ • Mr*- ■ 
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it I flee! — though they stretch’d out their hands all 
. ,,V J entangled 

^fe.With hair, and blood-stn in'cl of the breasts they had 

*JnW 

fcjl * f mangled, — 

ff'y -Though they rail’d -and pen hance but to ink, had I seen 
' $v Their loves, ot to t 11 the vile wton fi - that hud been : 

1 V/ But I stay’d not to he.u, lest the st.ny dioul 1 hold 
, Some hell foun of word., sonn enchantment, oere fold, 

‘ Might translate me in fl.-di to a brure; and l <.1 leaded 
To gaze on their chat ms, U s. im faith should be wedded 
With some pity, - an 1 Ime u> that pity pu chance — 

; To a tiling not all 1 >wly *, lor oiue at a gi.nve, 

Methoughi, wlun one s.l, I desetied a blight wonder 
' That flow’d like long mIv<i- livulet under 
The long fen ii) grass, -with so hmlj a hu.isi, 

' Could it be a .snake-tad made the chatm of tlu t« .( i 


So I roam’d in tli.it chcle of boirors, and Fear 
Walk’d with me, hy hills, and in valleys, and near 
Cluster’d tieos (or their gloom — not to shelter from 
heat— 

Blit lest a brnte-sbadow should grow at my fee* ; 

V' ■ And besides that full oft in the sunshiny place 
*sj Dark shadows would gather It l.t' < !otid» on its f.ice, 

' "In the horrible likeniss of demons fth.it none 
m,'.* Could see, like invisible flames in ihe sun): 

r ff'- _ . 

seized on the light, 
die moon in the night ; 


,y y';; But grew to one monstei that 

»;.■ ;V^;JUke the dragon that strangles 

■ '' 
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Fierce fiphinxes, long serpents and asps of the south ; %1 
Wild birds of huge beak, and all horrors that drouth 
Engenders of slime in the land of the pest. 

Vile s.'up'-s without shape, ami foul hats of the West, 
bringing N';Tt on their wings; and *1.0 bodies wherein 
(heat Erahma imprisons' tliL spirits ol *in, 

Man v- 1 . undid. that hlept in one ph.-mom of fight 
Lilt a J itan, and thnatfulh wan d with the light; 
f hruo heard tne wild ‘•hmk tint euvi ‘•lend to close, 

V hen they msli'd on that shadows* PyM.on ol foes. 

That met wtli ‘l.aip lx ah'* and w'di gapmg oj jaws. 
With flapping'; of wing and lu ue g,\ ispiug of claws, 
And tv hit Is* of long M'i i * -1 ‘een ihe quick flatter 
Of ftagmejir- di^etu'd - and n ..hi ‘tieulih! to i.ttur 
Long m learning-. of ; a*n.-- Hie swift motion of Mmvs, 
And Wie tling of a nn- to flu fh; lit at .!)■ Jos'\ 

When the du-t >f the i.ath stailled iij v\auU in rings 
And fh w 011 the whiilwhid that lol, w\l th< it wings. 


Thus they fled -noi fine ntm — 1-nt ''lien to g*ow 
] Like feats in my eyes, wlnn 1 wel 1 \1 to and fio 
I In the shadows, ' nd ft It fioin some beings unseen 
The warm t< n h ofld-ses, hut clean or unclean 
I knew not. cm whether the Jove 1 had won 
Was of heavt n or hid I - till one day in the sun, 
i In its very noon-hli/e, 1 e<m!d fmey a thing 
' Of beauty, but faint as the 1 loud -Illinois fling 
On tlu gaze of the shepherd that watches the sky, 
Iluli-seec and half-di earn'd, in the soul of his eye. 



when in my musing I gazed on the stream, 
motionless trances of thought, there would seem 
A face like that face, looking upward through mine; 
,4 With its eyes full of love, and the dim drowned shine 
g, Of limbs and fair ear inenfs, like clouds in (hat blue 
\j'r Serene: — theie I stood for long, hout > buL to view 
' Those fond earnest e\ns that were unlilnd 
Towards me, and wink'd as tin \\dU ;-sv<id chifted 
Between ; but the fish km v that pie'ome, and plkd 
- Their long emvy tails, and ww* daited ,• mb . 


The i e I g.’/vd for lost time, and forgot all the 
things 

That once lr.d been womans-- the nshe- with wi 
And the glimmer of ma* nified that 1 >ok\! 

Fiom the glooms of the bottom like pe.nl in a ei;>, 
And the huge c ndk 1 - m r,>* nt of silveiy gleam, 

Slow wind in;. hk» a tide In the sluvni. 

Some m.iid of the vv..*ei p , ■-mne Naiad, imdioupht 
Held me deal in the peail of lui eve - and I biouglit 
My wish to rh >t fancy ; and often l dadi’d 
5 My limbs in die warei, and suddenly splash'd 
The cool drops mound me, yet clung to the blink. 
Chill’d by watery feais, how th..t beauty might sink 
‘ ,,, With my life in her arms to he gat Jen and hind me 
- Willi its long tangled grasses, or crml!) wind me 
;/.V,In some eddy to hum out my life in her eai, 

% Like a spider-caught bee, — and in aid of tliat fear 
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Came the tardy remembrance — Oh falsest of men] 

Why was not tlut beauty remembered till then? 

My love, my safe love, wIiom* glad life would have 1110 '^ 
Into mine — like a drop — tlut or.i fate might be one, . 

’ 

Unit now, evm now, - may-br. — clasp'd in a dieam, ^ 
That form which I gave to some jilt of the stream, 

And g/zed with fond eyes that her tens tried to smothet jk ' 
On a mock of those eyes that ' gave to another ! 


'J hen I Jose from the stream, but the eyes of rnymind, “ 
Still full of the tempter, kept gazing behind 
On bet crystalline lace, while 1 painfidly leapt 
To the bank, and shook o f l the « », i * r waters, and wept 
With my blow in tin jeed.; and lhe reeds to my ear 
Bow’d, bent by no wind, and in whispers of Au»-, 

Crowing sm.dl with large secrets, {.Met >>d me of one 
That loved me. bm oh *o fly ftom bir, ;.ud -bun 
Her love like a pest— tinongli h- 1 lose w.n ai true 
To mine as hei stream to *h he.o.nly blue; 

For why should 1 Io\ e hu wlh Im that would bring 
All misfortune, like lute, on so y yum a thing ? 

Because of her ti.al, —even 1 A r whose witch-face 
I had sl.gh»‘e.I, and th< ilIo.v was doom’d in that place ; 
To roam, and bad roam'd, wh *ie all horrors grew rank. 
Nine day* ore 1 wept with niv blow on that bank ; 

Tier name be not nann d. hut hi r spite would not fail 1 1 
To our love like a blight , and they told me the tale K 
Of Sn 11a, — and Jhcu.s, imprison’d to speak 
His shiih-screanung woe through a woodpecker’s beak? /r j 
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But now they were heal’d,— O my heart it still dand»v|^fp 
When I think of the charm of her changeable glances, 

And my image how small when it sank in the deep 
Of her eyes where her soul was, —Alas ! now they weep, dtfyd 
And none k nowet h where. In what stream do her eyes 
Shed invisible tears '* Who beholds where her sighs 'jf.\ 

Flow in rddies. or sees the ascent of the leaf $ 

She lias phukM with her tn»s«Hu ? Who listens her grief 
Like a far fall of watei c, or heats wheic her feet 
Grow emphatic among the loose pebbles, and beat 
Them together? Ah’ sun 1) her flow ms float adown 
To the sea unaccepted, and little oms drown 
Tor need of her mercy,- -even lu. whose twin- brother 
Will miss him foi ever; and the -.omnvful mother 
Implore th in vain for hi* body to kiss 

And cling to, all (hipping and cold as it is. , 

Becau.se that soft pity is lost in haul paui ! 

Vv T e loved, liow vve lo\td -lor I thought not again 
Of the woes th.it were v\hi ner .1 life feai- in that place 
If I gave me to luauty. I Li r ac< was the ftce 
F.m away, and her eve** west* the "jes that were drown’d 
For my absence, — her arms were the arms that sought 


And claspt me to nought ; for T gazed and became 
Only true to my falsehood, and had hut one name 
For two love-., and rail d cm i i.n /Kgle, sweet maid 
Ol the ‘ky-loving watet , -and was not afraid 
Of the i ight of hei skin -for it never could be. 
Her bean' v and love were misfoi tunes to me! 
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A form as of JTgle, — hut it was not the face 
Hope made, anil I knew the witch-Queen of that placed 
Even Ci ret tin* Cruel, that came like a l)ea f h 
Which I feai'd, and yet fled not, for want of my breath. 
There wa*. .thought in her face, and her c yes were not raised 
From tlu* grass at lea foot, hilt I saw, as J gazed, 

Ilei spir-‘~ and her countenance changed with her mind 
As site jdannM how to thial! me with beauty, and hind 
My '■oul to 1km charms,— and her ion;; tii'Srs play’d 
prom shade into shine and fiom shme into shade, 
lake a day in mid-autumn, - fox fall, O how fair! 

With long snaky locks <A the adiki-hlack hair 

That clung tound her ms. k,- —those d.nk lo< ks that I piizc. 

Tor the sake of a maid that once lo\ed me whn eyes 

Of that fathomless hui, — hut tlu j changed as they toll’d. 

And brighten’d, and 1 uodenly hl.vul into gold 

That she comb’d into flames, and *he 1m It that fell down 

Turn’d dark as they Jell, hut 1 Tghted tluit brown. 

Not loved, till i .saw the l ; ght ringlets shed wild. 

That innocence wears when she is hut a thildj 
And her eyes, — Oh 1 ne’er had been witch’d with their 
shine, 

llad they been any otlx r, my aTlgle, than thine 1 


id 


Th- n I gave me to magic, and gazed till I madden’d 
In the lull of their light, -but I sadden’d and .sadden’d 
The dei per I look’d, —till I sank on the snow 
Of her bosom, a thing made of terror and. woe. 
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■J$nd answer’d its throb with the shudder of fears, 
f J^Sknd hid my cold eyes fiom her eyes with my tears, 
fef And strain’d her white arms with the trill languid 
$$|V weight 

^'Qf a fainting distress. '1 hue she sat like the Fate 
fj9 That is nurse unto Death, and hent over in shame 
t 1 To hide me hom her — tin tine /Kple — that came 
l ' Witli the worcU on her lips the false witch had fore- 
given 

f *, To make rne immoi\iI--for now I was even 

At the poitals of Death, who but waited the hush 
' Of world-*-soim»i. in my ear to cry \vc i»'onv\ and tush 
With my soul to the banks oi his black flowing liver. 
Ob, would it had flown for my body l'»i ewr. 

Ere I listen’ll those words, when 1 felt with a stait. 

The life-blood nrh hath i:i one tluob to my in ait. 

And saw the pale lips win re the lest of that "pill 
Had perhh’d in honoi — and heaid the farewell 
Of that voice that was di own’d in the dash of the 
- strtam ! 

How fain had 1 follow’d and plunged with that scream 
, Into death, but my being indignantly lagg’d 
^ , Through the biutalised flesh that I painfully dragg’d 
• |4 Behind me : — “ O Circe! O mother of spite ! 

Speak the last oi* that cm sc ? and imprison me quite 
,In the husk of u brute, — that no pity may name 
i> The man that I was,-- that no kindled m ty claim 
The monster I am ! Let me utterly he 
&Brate-buried, and Nature’s dishonour with me 



' " is® 
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Unin'cribcd ! M — But she listen'd my prayer, that 
praise 

To her malice, ivith smiles, and advised me to gazft ‘ 

On the rive i for love, — and peuhance she would make 
In pity a maid without eyes Jur my sake 
And she 1 I: me like Sown. Then 1 ask'd of the wavfij 
What monger I w*>, and it trend -ied and gave 
The true .shape of my giief, and I turn'd with iny face 
From all water, for ever, and fl< d through that place, 
Till with honor more strong than all magic I pass’d 
Its hounds, and the woild w.t hvtoie me at hist. 

These I wandei’d in sotiow, and slumri’d the abode? 
Of nv*ri t that stood up in the likeness of Gods, 

Bu^ I saw from afat the warm shine of th** sen 
On their cities when* man was a million, rot mie; 

And I saw the whit*. c mohi of their all \i . asui.-ling, 
ThatshowM whui the hearts ot the many wen. blending. 
And the wind in my face bi' iwht On ill voices that came 
From the trumpets that gathei'd whole bands in one 
fitme 

As a choiu 1 - of r .an, —and they streamed from the gates 
Like a dusk) llhadon pout'd out to the Fates. 

But at times tin .e wen guillcr processions of peace 
That 1 watch’d with my son! in my eyes till their cease, “ 
Then; were w omen ' tin r< men ! hut to me a tliird eex 
\ sew them nil dots -yet 1 loved them as specks : 

And oft to linage a sad yearning of eyes 
I stole nur the city, but stole covert-wise 
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.i^^irtkea wild beast of love, and perchance to be smitten 
i some hand that T rather had wept on than bitten! 

;&V:.Oh, I once had a h..nr.f near a cot where a mother 

Daily sat in the shade with her child, and would smother 
■ : fV ' Its eyelids in kisses, and then in it*, -.hep 
, Q/\ Sang dreams in its cat ol ife manhood, while deep 
In a thicket of willow^ I gazed o’er the biooht 
;,j That murmm’d Ik t wet n us and 1 is-^d them with looks; 

But the willows unbosom'd tlvir e uiet, and never 
' f I return’d to a spot J Jud sr.utLd f.u ever. 

Though I oft long’d to Imw, hut could ask it of none, 

( Was the mothei still fail, and how big w.ii her son? 

Tor the h mntei^ of field-, they all dumn’d nv by flight, 
The nun in then honoi, the women in fright ; 

None evoi um.iin’d vive a child once that spotted 
Among tlie wild Liwebtlh, and playlully com fed 
The breeze ; and besiJe him a speckled snake lay 
Tight strangli d, because it had his-dd him away 
From the flowei at his finger ; he ro«e and diew near 
Like a Son of Immoitah. one horn to no fear. 

But with strength of black locht. and with eyes azure 
bright 

*; ” To grow to large manhood of merciful might. 

C, ' He came, with his fate of bold wonder, to feel, 

i \ f " ' ' , 

The hair of my side, and to lift up my heil, 
i And question’d my face with wide ej as ; but when 
i fj’’ * under 

i^^'kMylids he saw t. j a*s, — foi l wept for his wonder. 
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He stroked me, and utter’d such kindliness then. 

That the once love of women, the friendship of men - 
In past sorrow, no kindness c'ci came like a kiss 
On my heart in iis doolatc day such as this! 

And I yearn d a: his chetks in my love, and down bent, '-i 
And liftcv! hnn up with my arms with intent 
I’o kiss M.n. — but he mu l-kindly, ala* 1 
Held out to my lip> a phuk’d h.mdiull of grass 1 
Then 1 diopt him in honor, hut kit as 1 fled 
The stone he indignantly innlM my h. id, 

Thu dis^vei vl my e.u,— hiu I ie It nor, whose fate 
Was to meet more Jisttcs- in his Icne titan his hate! 

Thus I wander'd companion'd of jjiief and loiloni 
Till I wish’d for that land wheie my lu inn wv i born. 

But what was that land wiih it** low, win i my home 
Was self-shut against me for why >b >ukl i annn 
Like an aftn-distres- to my grey-; -'.iid.-u fattier, 

W T irh a blight to the last of Id* dght ? -let him rather 
Lament foi me dead, and shed frai in the inn 
Where I \v,> not, and still in lmul mi nrvny turn 
To his son even svrh as In 1 “ft him. Oh. how 
Could 1 walk vvitli the youth once my fellows, hat now 
Like God*, to my humbled estate ? -or how bear 
The steeds ont\. the pride of ny eyis and the care 




Of niv hands ? Then 1 turn’d me self banish’d, ana cam*? i 
Into Thessaly liere, where I met with the same 
As myself. ! have heard how they met by a stream 
In game% and weie suddenly changed by a scream 
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j&Tbat made wretches of many, as she roll’d her wild eyes 
^Against heaven, and so vanish’d. — -The gentle and wise 
r Lose their thoughts in deep studies, and others their ill 
■ In the mirth of mankind where they mingle them still. 


hONNCT 

for Tin: 14m or *fbri'ary. 

No popular respect will 1 omit 
To do thee honour on this happy day. 

When every loyal lover task*- hi*, wit 
His simple truth in studious rhymes to pri). 
And to his mistress deal his hopes convey. 
Rather thou knowest l would still outrun 
All calendars with leave’s, — whose date alway 
Thy bright eyes govern better than the Sun, — 
For with thy lavoui was my life begun ; 

And still i reckon on from smiles to smiles. 
And not by summers, for I th litre on none 
But those thy cheerful countenance compiles : ' 
Oh! if it be to choose and call thee mine, 
Love, thou art every day my Valentine. 
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MORAL REFLECTIONS ON THE CROSS 03^ 
ST. PAUL’S. ‘‘ ; ’ J ‘ 

Tuu man that pays his pence, and goes 
Up to thy lofty cioss, St. Paul, 

Looks over London’s naked nose, * 

Women and men : 

The world is all beneath his ken. 

He sits above the Ball 
He seems on Mount Olympus’ top. 

Among the Gods, by Jnpilot ! and lets drop 
His eyes fiom the cm ny teal clouds 
On mortal crowds. 

Seen from these skies, 

How small those emmets iti oer cyi* ! 

Sonu cany little sticks — and one 
His eggs -to warm th**m in the s>un: 

L>cai ! what .& hustle. 

And hustle ! 

And there’s my aunt. 1 know her by her waist; 

So long and thin. 

And so pinch’d in. 

Just in tin; pismire taste. 

Oh ! what are men l — J icings so small, 

That, should I fall 
Upon their little heads, I must 
Crush them by liundi eds Into dust ! 
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And what is life ? and all its ages — 

There’s seven stages ! 

Turnham Green ! Chelsea! Putney! Fulham! 
Brentford ! and Kew ! 

And Tooting, too ! 

And^oh ! what very little nags to pull ’em. 

Yet each would seem a hor,e indeed. 

If here at Paul’s tip-top we'd got ’em ; 

Although like Cinderella’s bleed. 

They’re mice at bottom. 

Then let me not despise a horse. 

Though he looks small horn Paul's high cross; 
Since he would he, — as near the sky, 

— Fourteen hands high. 

What is tins world with London in its lap ? 

Mogg’s Map. 

The Thames, that ebbs and flows in its bzoad channel 
A tidy kenneh 

The bridges stretching from its hanks? 

Stone planks. 

Oh me ! hence could I read an admonition 
To mud Ambition! 

But that he would not listen to my call. 

Though I should stand upon the cross, and ball t 
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On Margate beach, where the sick one roams. 
And the sentimental reads; 

Where the maiden flirts, and the widow comes— 
Like the ocean — to cast her weeds ; — 

Where urchins wander to pick up shells. 

And the Cit to spy at the shipv — 

Like the water gala at Sadlei \s Wells, — 

And the Chandlei for watery dips ; — 

There’s a maiden .‘'its by the ocean biim. 

As lovely and fair as sin ! 

But woe, deep watei and voc to him, 

That she snareth •ike* Peter Fin ! 

Her head i c crown'd with pietty sea-wares, 

And her lock*! are golden and loose; 

And seek to her feet, like other folks’ heirs, 

To stand, of eoui^e, in her shoes ! 

And all day Jong, she comheth them well. 

With a sea shark’s prickly jaw ; 

And her mouth is just like a rose- lipp’d shelb 
The faiiest that man e'er saw ! 
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&ttd the Fishmonger, humble as love may be, 

}„ Hath planted his seat by her side; 

"Good even, fair maid! Is thy lover at sea. 

To make thee so watch the tide ?” 

She turn’d about with her pearly brows; 

An3 clasp’d him by rhe hand : — 

u Come, love, with me ; I’ve a bonny house 
On the golden Goodwin Sand.** 

And then she* gave him a ‘•iron kiss. 

No honeycomb e’ei was sweeter: 

Pool wretch ! Ilow little he dreamt for this 
That Peter should he salt- Peter ; 

And away with hi r prize to the wave she leapt, 
Not walking, as damsels do. 

With toe and heel, as she ought to have stept. 
But she hopt like a Kangaroo ! 


V, One plunge, and thpn the victim was blind, 
v Whilst they gallop’d across the tide: 
i* At last on the bank he waked in his mind, 

:/V i And die Beauty was by his side. 

; One half on die sand, and half in die sea. 

But his air all began to stiffen ; 
jfejFor when he looked where her feet should be, 
feVsf She had no more feet than Miss Bitfen ! 
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But a scaly tail of a dolphin’s growth 
In the dabbling brine did soak. 

At last she open’d her pearly mouth. 

Like an oyster, and thus she spoke; — 

"You crimpf my father who was a t hafe;-«* 
And my sister you sold — a maid ; 

So here remain for a fishlike fate. 

For lost you arc, and betray’d 1 J ’ 

And away she went, with :i sejruU’s scream. 
And a splash of her ‘anry tail ; 

In a moment he lost the silver) gleam 
That shone on her splendid mail! 

The sun went down with a Mood-r<‘d flame, 
And the sky grew cloudy msd hl.« k. 

And the tumbling billow-* Ji*e le.*p-fiog came. 
Each over the othci’s back! 

All, me ! it hud been a beautiful scene. 

With the safe terra-firmn round ; 

But the gram water-hillor hs all seem’d to him 
Like those in a churchyard ground ; 

And Christians love in the tmf to lie, 

Not in watery graves to be : 

Nay, the very fishes will sooner die 
On the land tlum in the sea; 
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whilst he stood, tlie watery strife 
!f Encroached on every hand. 

And the ground decu-asM — hh moments of life 
Seem’d mcasui’d, like Time’s, l>y sand ; 

And still the waters fivm’d in, like ale, 

In fiont ami on cither ’flank. 

He knew that Goodwin and Co, must fail. 
There was such „ run on the bank. — 

A little more, and a little more. 

The surges came tumbling in ; 

He sang the evening hymn twice oYr, 

And thought of every sin ! 

Each flounder and plaict lay cold at his heart. 
As cold as his mat Me slab ; 

And he thought lie felt in every part 
The pincers of scalded crab. 

The squealing lobsters that he had boil’d. 

And the little potted shrimps. 

All the horny prawns he had ever spoil d. 
Gnaw’d into his soul, like imps! 

, And the billows were wandering to and fio. 
And the glorious sun was sunk. 

And Day, getting black in the face, as tbo’ 

Of the night -shade she had drunk ! 
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Had there been but a smuggler’s cargo adrift 
One tub, or keg, to be seen. 

It might have given his spirit 1 ! a lift 
Or an anker where Hope might lean ! 

But there was not a box 01 a beam afloat, 

To raft him from that sad plac< ; 

Not a skiff, nor a yawl, *»r a mackeiel boat. 
Nor a smack upon Neptune's face. 

At last, his lingering hopes to buoy, 

He saw a sail and a mast, 

And called “ Ahoy 1 " -bur it was not a hoy. 
And so the vessel went past. 

And with saucy wing that flapp’d in hi* lace. 
The wild bird about him flew. 

With a shrilly scream that twitted hit case, 
“Why, thou art a sea-gull too ! ” 

And lo! the tide v.as over his feet; 

Oh ! his he? it began to freeze. 

And slowly to puke : — in another beat 
The wave was up to his knee 3 ! 

He was deafen’d amidst the mountain-tops. 
And the salt spray blinded his eyes, 

And wash’d away the other salt-drop. 

That grief had caused to arise ; — 
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"But jnst as his body was ail afloat 
{ And the surges above him broke. 

He was saved from the hungry deep by a boat. 
Of Deal — (but Luilucd of oak). 

The skipper gave him a dram, as he lay. 

And chafed his shivering skin ; 

And the angel retuirud that wa- flying away 
w With the spirit of P> *ei Fin ! 


A VALENTINE. 

Oh 1 cruel heart' ere these posthumous pap-. « s 
Have met thine eyes, I .shall be our ot breiiib : 
Those cruel eye-., like two funereal taper 
Have only light; <1 me the way to death. 
Perchance, thou wilt extinguish them in vapours 
When I am gone, and green grass covereth 
Thy lover, lost; but it will be in vain — 

It will not bring the \iral spark, again. 

Ah ! when those eyes, like tapers, hurn’d sc> blue. 
It seemed an omen that we must expect 
The .sprites of lovers ; and it boded true. 

For I am half a sprite — a gho.st elect ; 
Wherefore I wiite to thee this last adieu, 

With my last pen — befoie that I ellert 
My exit from the stage j just stopp'd before 
, The tombstone steps that lead us to death's door. 
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Full soon these living eyes, now liquid bright. 
Will turn dead dull, and wear no radianre, san 
They six d a dreary and inhuman light. 

Illum'd witliin by glow-worms of the grave; 
These ruddy cheeks, so pleasant to the right. 
These lusty legs, and all the limhs I have. 

Will keep death’s carnival, and, foul or fresh, r 
Mu .f bid farew. 11, a long farewell, to flesh 1 


Yea, and this very heart, that die* f*v thee 
As broken victuals to the w-rms will go ; 

And all the woild vdl dine ag.iin but me — 

For I shall have no stomach and I know. 
When 1 am ghostly, rln>u wilt sprightly be 
As now thou art ; hut will not tee, s' ». f woe 
Water thy spirits, witii remorse juror. 

When thou dost pause, and think of the defunct ? 


And when thy s»ul is buried in a sleep, 

In midnight solitude, and little dreaming 
Of such a sptetic — what, il I should creep 
r\^Vithin thy piesenco in stidi dismal seeming; 
Thine eyes will stare themselves awake, and weep. 

And thou wilt cross thyself with treble screaming^ 
And pray with mingled penitence and diead 
That l were less alive — or not so dead. 
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Then will thy heart confess thee, and reprove 
This wilful homicide which thou hast done : 
k ' And the sad epitaph of so much love 

Will eat into my heart, as if in stone : 

And all the hncis that around thee move. 

Will read my fate, and tremble for their own ; 
AIM strike upon their heartless hi easts, and sigh, 

“ Man, born of woman, must of woman die ! ” 


Mine eyes gjow d\ opsica! — l can no more — 

And what is written them may’st see:.' to read. 
Shutting thy te'uV'.s eyes. — ’Tis d mv — ' tU o’er — 
My hand is destin'd for another deed 
But one lest won! wrung from its aching roic. 

And my lone heait in si lentness will bleed ! 

Alas! it ought to take a life to tell 

That one last woi d — that fare — fare — fare thee well ! 


TIME, HOPE, AND MEMORY. 


I heard a gentle maiden, in the spring, 

V t Set her sweet sighs to music, and thus sing : 

^ ** Fly through the world, and I will fellow thee, 
l^/Only for looks that may turn back on me ; 
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ft Only for roses that your chance may throw— 
Though withei ’d — 1 will wear them on my brow* 
To be a thoughtful fragrance to my brainy — 

Warm’d with such love, that they will bloom again* 

“Thy love before till o, I must tread behind. 

Kissing thy loot print'. though to me unkind; 

But trust not all her fondness, though it seem, 

Lest thy rme love should rest on a f..he dteam. 

te IT* t lace is smiling, and her voice is sweet ; 

But smiles hi nay, and mude sings dccei r ; 

And words spiak false :--yer, if they welcome prove, 
1 11 be their echo, and lepeac theii lose. 

“Only if waken’d *0 sad troth, at last, 

The bittLiness to com-*, and s\v. rmrv pa-t ; 

When tlioi: art vc:.t, tli> n turn ag iiu, and ste 
Thou hast loved Hope, but Mcrio*y lov^d thee. 1 * 


HERO AND LEANDER. 

To s, T. coenuiwr. 

It is not with a hope my feeble praise 
Can add one moment's honour to thy own, 
That with thy mighty name I grace these lays; 
I seek to glorify myseif alone . 

For that some piccious favour thou hast shown 
To my endeavour in a by-gone* time, 
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| 'And by this token I would have it known 
f Thou art my friend, and friendly to my rhyme 
| It Is my clear ambition now to climb 
l Still higher in thy thought, — if my bold pen 

i May thrust on contemplations mole sublime. — 

\ But 1 am thirsty foi thy pidbe, lot when 

^ We gain applauses horn the great in name, 

p’i , We seem to be partakers ol thiir lame. 

Ou Bards of old ! vvii.'l sorrows have vc sung, 
g And tragic -torus, chtonielni in stone, — 

Sad Philomel re -tor id her lai idl'd tongo**. 

And tiandorm’d Niohc in Jinnhne-s -hown ; 
Sweet Sappho on iui loi e for ever cills. 

And Hero on the drown'd Li under falls l 

Was it that spectacle* of bidder plights 
Should make our hli>ses relish the mote high ? 
Then all fair dame*?, and maidens, and true knight 
Whose flour idl’d fortunes prosper in 1 a>vc’s eye, 

\ , Weep here, unto a tale of Ancient grief, 

Traced from the course of an old hawdirf. 

There stands Abydos ! — here is St." ros* steep, 
v Hard by the gusty margin of the sea. 

Where sprinkling waves continually do leap • 

Jl And that is where those famous lovers he, 

■A buUded gloom shot up into the grey, 

^‘Ak if the first tall wut Is tow r of the day. 
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Lo ! how the lark soars upward and is gone ; 
Turning a spirit as he nears the sky. 

His voice is heard, though body there is none, 
And Jain-like music scatters from on high ; 
But l-ove would follow with a falcon spire, 

To pluck, the min-tiel from his dewy height. 

For Love hath framed a ditty oi i egrets, 
Tuned to the hollow sobbings on the shore, 

A vexing sense, that with like mudc frets, 
And chimes this dismal 1 urthtn o'er and u’tr. 
Saying Leander's joys an past and ‘pent. 

Like stars extinguish'd in the frnnarnuit. 


For ere tlu. golden crevices ol morn 
Let in those regal luxuries of ligi t, 

Which ail the variable east .Join, 

And hang i ich fringes f'A the skirts ol night, 
Leander, weaning l:oin sweet Huo's side. 
Must leave a widow when, ht found a hiide. 


Haik : how the billows heat upon the sand! 
Like pawing steeds impatient of delay ; 
Meanwhile their rider, ling’ring on the land. 
Dallies with love, and holds farewell at bay 
A too shoit span. — liow tedious slow is grief! 
Eut par tin g renders time both sad and brief. 
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H*AIai!” he sigh’d, “ that this fitst glimpsing light, 
/Which makes the wide world tenderly appear, 
^Should be the burning signal for my flight, 

/. From all the vvoild’s best image, whic h is here ; 

. Whose very shadow, in my fond compaie. 

Shines far more bright than llcauty’s self elsewhere." 

' 

'Their cheeks arc white as blossoms of the dark, 

./// Whose leaves close up and show the ..iifwaid pale, 

£7 - And those fair mirrois wheie tie it jo ; s did spark. 

All dim and tarnish'd with a Jioaiy veil, 

No mote to kindle t-ll the night's Ktisin, 
i'' Like stais icplcnish'd at Jw)’< gulden uin. 


Ev’n thus they creep into the spectial grey, 

C‘ That cramps the landscape in its nairow bum. 
As when two shadows hy oUI 1 a: the sti.iy, 

He clasping her, and she entwining him ; 

Like trees, wind-parted, that emhiace anon, — 
’ f True love so often goes before 'tis gone. 

f ; 

For what rich merchant but will pause in fear. 
,c^Xo trust his wealth to the unsafe abyss i 
jfc$*floHero dotes upon her tieasme heie, 

Kind sums the loss with many an anxious kiss, 
fgpmiM her fond eyes grow Ji/.zy in her head, 
^K(P«ar aggravating feat with shows ol dread. 
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She thinks how many have been Punk and drown'd. 
And spit their snow whi'e bow s btlow the deep. 
Then calls h ipc. connceitc 1 monsttis loun 1, 

And pi nt a lock whtuvti nc woull It ip , 

Anon she dwells on a fmtistie dicim, 

*U u h sh in e j i o 1 thatf * il sttcun. 


Sayi l.; • I h t h mie 1 fly I siw w i thu , 

\N in h liy,ht d on a vvatti ld> s ci p 
V hen, low 5 the fltwer tnimt it d rf m> ha, 
Llostd sn him *nid l nly it I cl * l 1 n uj , 
And lu tns‘T >tl t r n I uuhii cl w , 

1 hi idol tins dn tiiy *r wi t^I shul i u * 

Bu^ntxt icn rd < h v j ^ it f m 

''he clips 1 lm n h i arms and 1 ids hi i p \ 

But samp* Inn l ri d lojst tpei lui h ime. 
And [ lut k h m ' at h pon net he i s snow ; 

And teals unfix h ie insolu t tin. 

As stedias 1 - fio jic *Itn tl 1 y h >\ Vs of « un. 

O f r i ty pe of p irtu £ ’ I o\t t> love 
B like tht i na f taeti >u < * two split t s, 

W htch n t Is a g >tl likt cfl >i t to ttmove. 

And then sink down tinir tuiint atmospheres, 
li lain ind c’i knt s en each ru n’d heait, 

Not yet then i tlodits will sound apirt 
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jp 5 pt f btave Leander sunders from his bride ; 

wrenching- pang disparts his soul in twain; 
stays with her, half goes towards thi tide, — 

And lift: must ache, until they join again. 

TNow wouldst thou know the wideness of the wound ?- 
Mete eveiy step he takes upon the gtounu. 

And foi the agony and hov>m-fhroe, 

-Let it be measured hy the w! !e \a*» ..it. 

For that is inhnitt , and so woe. 

Since parted lov< is bieafhe ir everywhere. 

* ’Look how it heaus Le rndet’a labouring client, 
Panting, at poie,, upon a rocky crest ! 

s> V; 

•** From which he haps into the scooping biinr, 

' /That shocks his bosom with a double chill; 

' ’** Because, all hours, till the do\v sun’s diclioe, 

That cold di rouvi will he twixt them still ; 

V ' Wherefore he liken-' it to Styx’ foul tide, 
ft't .C Where life grows death upon the other side. 


f^Sis'fhen sadly he confronts hi> two-fold toil 
Against rude waves and an unwilling mind, 
fishing, alas! with the stout rower’s toil, 
like a rower he might gaze behind, 
^4/|And watch that lonely statue he hath left. 


ijjher bleak summit, weeping and bereftl 
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Yet turning’ oft, he secs her troubled locks y 1 
Pursue him still die furthest that they may I * 

Her marble arms that overstretch the rocks. 

And her pale passion'd hands that seem to pray I 

In dumb petition to the gods above : * 7 . 

Love prays devoutly wlien it prays for love! 5j 

i 

Then with deep sigh* lie blow 4 ; away the wave, j 

That hangs superfluous tears upon his cheek, ^ 

And bans his labour like a hopeless slave, 

That, chain’d in hostile galley, fain' and weak, ■> 

Plies on despairing th lough the restless foam, $ 

Thoughtful of Ins lost love, and far-off home. 

1'he drowsy mist before him chill and dank, 

Like a dull lethargy o’cileaus the sea. 

When he rows on against the utter blank. 

Steering as if to dim ete.nity, — 

Like Love’s fiail ghost departing with the dawn 
A failing shadow in the twilight drawn. 


Ahd scon is gone , — 01 nothing but a faint 
And failing image in the eye of thought. 

That mocks bis model with an after-paint. 
And stains an atom like the .shape she sought; 
Then wiih her earnest vows die hopes to fee 
1 he old and hoary majesty of sea. 


'■ w % r " ■ * t 
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King of waves, and brother of high Jove, 
serve my sumlcss venture there afloat ; 
w A' woman's h^art, and its whole wealth of love, 

w 

; ,, ArO all embark d upon that little boat ; 

'Nay ! — hut two loves, two lives, a double fate, — 

> perilous voyage for so dear a freight. 


" If impious mariners be stain’d with crime, 

-Shake not in awful rage thy hoary lock'.; 

Lay by thy t> toim> until anoilui tim»_, 

Lest aiy frail haik he dash’d against the locks ; 

O rather smooth ihv deeps, that he may fly 
Like Love himself, upon a seeming sky 1 

"Let all thy Jierded monsters sleep beneath. 

Nor gore him vvith^c look'd tu c ks oi wieathed horns; 
Let no fierce shatks destiny him with rheii teeth, 

Nor spine-fish wound him with their venom ci thorns; 
But if he faint, and timely succour lack, 

Let ruth ful dolphins rest him on their back. 

jfc. . 

‘"Let no false dimpling whiilpooh suck him in, 

Nor slimy quicksands smother his sweet breath ; 

'iJjst no jagg’d coral tear his tender skin, 

-,Nor mountain billows bury him In death ; ’’ 

with that thought forestalling her own fears, 
drown'd his painted image in her teats. 
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By tlus, the climbing Sun, with rest repair*^, 
Look’d through the gold embrasures of the sky, 
And ask’d the drowsy wo'* Id how she had fared; 
The drowsy world shone biightcn’d m reply ; 
And smiling olT her fogs, his slanting beam 
Spied young Leander in the middle stream. 


His face was pallid, but the hectic morn 
Had hung a lying aim -.on on Ins cheeks, 

And sLndeious sparkles in his e)e= fo'lorn : 

So death lies ambush \1 in eoiismiprhr ftruks *, 
But inward giief wa-. wirthing o\i its task. 

As heart-sick Justus weep behind die mask. 


He thought of Hero and the lo>t .iel’ght, 

Her last embjacings, and tlu .pare between; 

He thought uf Ilero and * be fuom night. 

Her c pt ( * hle v s i.ipM if* and m..n ' in M mien, 
"When, lt> ! beioie him, scarce two galleys’ space, 
His thoughts confronted with another face ! 


Her a‘pectb like a moon, di; imlv fair, 

But makes the midnight daiker that it lies on; 
'Tis so beclouded with her coal black hair 
That don-ely skirts her luminous horizon, 
Makirg Jkt doubly fair, thus daikly set, 

As man>le lies advantaged upon jet. 
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be*8 all too bright, too argent, and too pale, 

* To be a, woman ; — but a woman’s double, 
^Reflected on the wave so faint and fiail, 

’ She tops the billows like an air-blown bubble ; 
Or dim creation of a morning dream, 

‘ Fair as the wave-bleach ‘d lily of the stream. 

» 

The very rumour strik« ■* his sr» i;ig dead: 

Great bear tv like gnut fo.ir f » r- 1 ■ t,m= the sense - 
He knows not iflur bp- be blue oi :ed. 

Nor of In r iyes ran g\e true cvkhuiv • 

Like murders witnii* swooning n> the* court. 
His sight fid's sensrle^s by b<- own lepoi:. 


Anon resuming, it declares hei eyes 
Are tint with a/un . like two crystal wells 
That drink the blue complexion of the skie% 
Or pearls ontpuping fiom their silvery •dudls: 
Her pol idl’d brow- it is an ample plain. 

To lodge vast contemplations of the main. 


Her lips might corals seem, but minis near. 

Stray through her hair like blossoms on a bovver! 
AtuI o’er the weaker red still domineer, 

Aod make it pale by tribute to more power ; 

Her rounded cheeks are of still paler hue, 
:Touch’d by the hi wra of water, tender blue. 
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574 * HERO AND LEANDER. * 

■ '.-'.las' 

Thus he beholds her rocking on the watei. 

Under the glossy umbrage of her hair. 

Like pearly Amphitrite’s fairest daughiei. 

Naiad, or Nereid, or Syren fair, 

Mislodging music in her pitiless breast, 

A nighting.de within a falcon’s nest. 

They say there he such maidens in the deep, 

Chat ini tig pon r mariners, that all too near 
II v moital lullabies fall dead asleep. 

As drowsy men aie poi-on'd tluough the ear; 
Therefore Lfandcr’fi fears begin to uige. 

This snowj swan is come to sing hh> dirge. 

At which lie falls into a deadle ehill. 

And .strains his eye?, upon her lips apart: 

Fearing each breath to feel that pii'udc shrill, 
Pierce tlnough hi Q manow, like a deuih-blown dart 
Shot sudden from an Indian^ hollow cane, 

With mortal \enom iraught, and fiery pain. 


Here then, poor wretch, how he begins to crowd 
A thousand thoughts within a pulse’s space ; 
There seem'd so brief a pause of life allow’d. 

His mind stretch’d universal, to embrace 

The whole v ide world, in an extreme farewell,—** 

A moment’s musing— but an age to tell. 
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E ; there stood Hero, widow’d at * glance, 
j foreseen sum of many a tedious fact, 

(Pale cheeks, dim eyes, and wither’d countenance, 
k\A wasted ruin that no wasting lack’d; 

"''’Time’s tragic consequents ere time began, 

' A world of sorrow in a tear-drop* span. 


' A moment’s thinking is an hour in words. 

An hour of words is little lot some woes ; 

Too little breathing a long hie allords 
For love to paint itself hy perfect shows : 

Then let his low and grief un wrong a he dumb, 
Whilst Fear, and tli.it it fears, together come. 


As when the crew, hard by wme jutty cape, 
Struck pale and panicked by the billows’ roar. 
Lay by all timely measures of escape. 

And let their bark go driving on the shore ; 
So fray’d Leatnlcr, drifting to his wreck, 
Gaiing on Scylla, falls upon her neck. 


Pyji', for he hath all forgot the swimmer’s art, 

RfV The rower’s cunning, and the pilot s skill, 

BlS his arms ^ down in languid part, 

S'fhc -Sway’d by the waves, and nothing by his will. 
I'll! soon he jars against that glossy skin, 

Solid like glass, tnough seemingly as thin. 
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l,o ! how she startles at the warning shock, 

Ami straightway <;ircK him to her radiant breast, ^ 
Merc like hit, safe smooth haibour than liis rock: 
Poor wretch, he is so faint ami toil-oppiest, 
lie cannot Ioot him from his giappling foe, 
Whethe« hue oi hate, she lets not go. 


His eyes are Minded with the .skety hiine. 

Hi. t.ii'- aie deafen'd with the wildoiiug noise ; 
H< a'ks the purpose of her fell design, 

Put foamy waves choke up he stiLgykng voice; 
Undci the ponderous st a 1*1 -• body dips 
And Ileio’s name dies bji*bli«’g on his lips. 

) a >ok how a man i- lowci'd w his gr.wi -- 
A yearning It » llow in the green « .nil’s Jap; 

So he is sunk in\* the yawning, \\\ ve — 

The pimping s»a fills up tie* waM) gap: 

Anon he i-> ell gone, and nothing seen 
But likes its* of gn *n turf and hillocks green. 


And wh< it: he swam, the constant sun lies sleeping. 
Over the vets! -at plain that makes his bed ; 

And all the noisy vea „’i go fieddy leaping, 

Like gamesome boys over the churchyard dead; 
The light in vain keeps looking for his face: — 
Now screaming sea-fowl settle in his place. 
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' > iTet weep and watch for him, though all in \am ! 
tt Ye moaning billows, seek him is yc w mdu 1 
Ye gazmg sunbeam 4 , lml* Joi him agun 1 
Ye winds, giou h ni i w irh as! in *■ fot 1 1 mdu 1 
Ye did but pin lum foi m >re nut l iapc 
Sea-stoiri and rum m a f m U s 1 ipe 1 
• 

She Piys *tis U \ 1* j*l » v it !l tins In. 1 

The gl tint, >1 1 is ■» 1 \ itt h lie l 

0 booth s tli it 1 i t i la 

Love’s fr ii j i »u • 1 1 he n » i cl u 

r l Ik c p i ' h s c f i j iu I in 1 1 

Am 1 a'l 1 i go* hi 1 > >1 s it turn d* lu n 

She bolds the c i h < , 1 ut * er simj 1 h ml 
Hith s| i l l it d ir * u n 1 1 \ thi \s i) 1 
She hath life s empty y inuut it con m md f 
Butlurewn It tl h oui*m t'u i i> , 

As if a thief horn 1 s* i a tin tc 1 vesf 
Some de id m n » spoil, «.nd oichen ol In pt t. 

Now she compels him to h i deeps 1 Jow, • 
t Hiding his flee bi leith hu pi liUous hail. 

Which jealously «-hi *>hihis ill i nirnl h i biow, 

- For dread of un), though n ) i>o u then: 

’* v 'But seals’, and all biutc tenuit-d of the dup, 

[i k Which heedle^j through the \v ive then ji nmn hup 
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Down and still downward through the dusky green 
She bore him, murmuring with joyous haste 
In too rash ignorance, as he had been 
Horn to tin* textnio of that watery waste ; • , 

That which she breathed and sigh’d, the emerald wave-fqj^ 
How n-ulil her pleasant home become ids grave? 


Down and still downward thiough the dusky green 
bin bore her tieasuie, with a laet too jiigh 
To mark how* life was aiteiM n< if 1 mien. 

Or how tile light grew to.pid in Ids qe, 

Or how hi.s peail) bieuth, r.npM'on'd there, 

FL w up to join the umsciinl air. 



She could not miss the throb 1 >i >y. of hi» heait, 

WluPt her own pulsi so wain -n'j in iN joy ; 

She could not gue-s he struggled t 1 ' d pait, , . 

And wiien lie stro \ u no mon, the hapless* boy! 

She lead his mortal stillness for conVnt, 

Feeling no fc*;r where only love was meant. 


Soon she aligltts upon her o r xn-tlooi. 

And straight unyokes her ain"* fiom her fair prize ; 
Then on his lovely fare begins to pore, 

As if to glnt her soul her hungry eyes 
Have gi own so jealous of her arms’ delight ; 

It seems she hath no other sense but sight. 


.•fes 

:; S 
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O sad marvel ! O most bitter strange ! 
it dismal magic makes his cheek so pale ? 
r will he not embrace, — why not exchange 
Kindly kisses: — wherefore not exhale 
(\ ; Some odorous message from life** mby gale'*, 

'-i fe'A'. Where she his first siveet embassy awaits i 


Her eyes, poor watchers, fix'd upon his looks. 
Are giapplcd with a wonder in ai to giief. 

As one, who pose- on nr. da i iphei’d hooks. 
Strains tain Minuet*. and dodges whh b* lid ; 
So she keeps ga*ing with a nu/y th-vgbt. 
Framing a thousand doubts tlur end ni nought. 

Too stern insciiptiou for a pege so young. 

The d<n k tiatv'latiou id his look was death! 

But death was witt'en in an alien tongue. 

And learning was not by to give it breath ; 

So one deep woe deeps limit'd in its seal. 
Which Time, untimely, lusteth to reveal. 


Meanwhile she sits unconscious of her hap, 
Nursing Death’s mathle effigy, which there 
' With heavy head lies pillow’d in her kip, 

',-i'And elbows all unhinged;— Ids sleeking hair 
$ '’Creeps o’er her knees, and settles win tc hi- hand 
Leans with wax fingers crook'd against the sand ; 
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And there lies spread in many an 007 y trail, 

Like glossy weeds hung from a chalky base, 

That &how> no whiter than his brow is pale 
So soon the wimn» death had blc.uhM his lace ' 
Into cold maiMi, - will) blue chilly ‘■h.ules 
Showing wluTiin th*. frury blood prtvades. 


And 1 \r hi 1 ? -t* -a .Hast clu a furrow'd pain 
Hath m t, and -titfen’d, like r. stonn ip ice, 
.showing by dropping line'' * 1 k d<. 1 ll\ ‘an. in 
Oi mortal anguish ; — y( t }o n i/h: ;* a twice 
Ere iXath it .-i ' inM, ami n »? l.e c..e 10. Shvp, 
That through tho c uevicid lid- did undirpecp. 
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But all that tern! : bn 1 -m . b. i:t lib 
I c Death s can vi -St N. wMhdi In* u*ii<o :ite 
It is to s( attiM %s hen the led s *■( uen , 

For blue i- ihii!), and «kin V> white. 

Also he leaves *ome tinge, on hi bp.. 

Which lie hath k:-s\l with such cold frosty nips. 


“ Sun ’y/* ipjoth she, “ he ‘>h< ps, the scnstless thing, ’ 

Oppress’d and faint with tiding in the stream!” 

Therefore she will not mat hi- ict, but sing \ 

So low, het tune sh.dJ iningli with his dream; i 

Meanwhile, her lily fmgt is tasks to twine '■ j 

Ins uncn.pt Imks uncut ling in the brine. 

* % 

-- 
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||lp^ b°y !’* — thus she attuned her voice, — 

wt'i^'Wolcome, thrice welcome, to a sea-maid’s home, 

jmkj - [ 

Sj^BjWy love-mate thou sh.dt he, and true heart’s choice 
fallow have l J stub a twin-seif should come,— 

tijkf.A. lonely thing, till this c wvet chance heh 1, 

fi&Zt - 

y (i< My heart kept sighing like a lndlow .hell. 


*• Hciftthou sh.dt h\c, hv.ntv.fli f hi - secret dome, 

r-\ * 

An ocean- l»<nv’r; diked*.'! 1 v s’’ id*.* 

Of quiet wa-ns, a ■ >1 i ».'v i.dd. y\ >^\\ 

To lap tla l all a! ' ut. k- not li . ; d, 

Those atv. !uu shad) hslie«t that .ad ! v 
' v Like antic clouds acio.-s mv iupaid . 1 / ! 


“Look how the sut i beam items upon thur scales, 
And show, iiih glimpses •»! tin.it Tyii.m skii.-* : 
They lia.h ’mail lightnings ii • *n> thm \ igoi m-. tail 
i And winking ■'Lar ;ue kindled at theit inn. ; 

’» These shall duett thee in thy marie. t mood, 

And seek thy hand for gamesomenesj, and food. 


Aj" “Xo l those green putt) haves with tassel hells, 
5>vMy flow’rets those, that never pine fc>t drowfh ; 
^.v'Myself did plant them in tlu- dappled shells, 
|jV^;That drink die wave with such a iosy month, — 
iWla would -t thou have beside ? uy^ta'-, to shint ? 
^pif-hud such ti ensures oiue, — now they are thine. 
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" Now lay thine ear against this golden sand. 
And thou shalt hear the music of the sea* 

T hose hollow tunes it plays against tin. land,— 
Is't not a rich and wondious melody? 

I have Iain koiiis, and fancied in its tone 
1 heard the languages of ages gone ! 


“ I too can sing when h i-h.dl please thy choice, 
And bte-athe soft lur.es tlnough a muodu u- shell. 
Though heretolore I have hm set ivy voice 
To some Jong s-ighs, gn- P armor.. <\i, to U 11 
How desolate I fau*d .— l ;u tins <-\\vet change 
Will add new note- of gludmn- to my range f 


** Or hid me ‘p'.nh, and I v ill t( H tivi t.ih* c , 
Whi *h 1 have haim d out of ♦he noi 1 * of wav* * ; 
Ere now I hau communed v:.»i Man-lc-s gaits. 
And held vain colloquies with lui’< i caves ; 

But I could talk to thee whole cL^s and days. 
Only to void r.iy love a thou ..and wav*. 


** But ii thy hps will bless m< with their speech. 
Then ope, sweet oracle- 1 and J‘ll he mute ; 

I was horn ignoiant foi thee to reach, 

Nay all love’s lor-' to thy dear looks impute ; 

1 hen op* thine eye-, fair teachers, by whose light 
1 saw to give away my heait aright! ” 
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i|&jt cold and deaf the sullen creature lies 
jQver her knees, and with concealing clay, 

.f like Hoarding Avarice, locks up Ills eyes. 
And leaves her world impoverish'd of day ; 
■Then at his cruel lips she bends to phad, 

^ But there the door U closed against her need. 


Surely he sleeps, — so her fa he wits infer! 

Alas ! poor slugya'i 1 , n-Vn wake again! 

,, Surely he sleep*, y i with- wit .::■*/ stir 
That might dtiK» f e a vM*.”, in hi*. funm; 

Or if h<‘ does nor deep, he feigns to > i wig, 
Twice she hath leach'd t!ie ending ot hi i -ong. 

Therefore ’th timr she tells him to uncover 
Those radiant jesters, and disperse her foais, 
Whereby hci April face is .shaded over, 

Like rainy clouds just ripe for showeirig tears j 
■ , Nay, if ho will not wak'*. so poor she gets, 
v Herself must iob those JockM-up cabinets. 


jJV; With that she stoops above his brow, and bids 
■AV-'^Har busy hand 1 forsake his tangled hair 
gjtf.ih And tenderly lift up those coffer-lids, 
V'^y.'That she may gaze upon the jewtL there; 
?®JhIikc babes that pluck an early bud apart, 
know the dainty colour of its heart. 
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Now, picture one, soft creeping to a bed. 

Who slowly parts the fringe-hung canopies. 
And then starts hack to find the sleeper deadj 
So she look;, in on his unroui’d eyes. 

And seeing all within so drear and dark. 

Hci own hiight soul dies in her like a spark. 


Backward she 'alls, like a pale prophetess, 

Undei the swoon of holy divination : 

And what had all sin pass'd In r simple guess, 

She now icsolves in thi*. daik uvclati**:! ; 

Death’s very' mystery , — oblivious* death : — 

Long sleep, — deep night, and an entranced brtatft. 


Yet life, though wounded sne, not wholly slain, 
Merely obscun d, aud not exthiguUnV, liis; 
Hi.»r breatli that stood a; ebb, ‘ooo flews again, 
Heaving hi; hollow bte.ist with hciuy sighs. 
And light cones in and kindles up the gloom. 
To light hci spiii* Horn its transient tomb. 


Then like the sun, awaken’d at new dawn. 
With pale bewilder’d face *>he peers about. 
And spies blurr’d images obsam-lv drawn, , 
Uncertain shadows in a hrue of doubt ; 

Bin her true grief grows shapely by degrees,— 
A perish’d creatine lying on her knees. 
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jfr’jffad now she know*, how that old Murtber preys 
■jY Whose quarry on her lap lies newly slain : 

7/How he roams all abioad and grimly slays, 
t^ike a lean tiget in Love’s own domain; 

„ Parting fond mates, — and oft in fluwviy lawns 
, 1( Behaves mild motbeis of their min' y fawn*-. 


O too dear knowledge 1 () pernicious earning ’ 

Foul curse engra\en upon bunny's page! 

Ev’n now the sorww oi that deadly learning 
Ploughs up hui brow, like an untimely age, 
p And on her ciuvk stamps verdict <d di\i*b’i truth 
By canker blights upon the hud of youth ! 

For as unwholesome windi decay the leaf. 

So her cheeks’ nw is perish’d Ly her sighs, 

. And withers in the dikly breath of grief ; 

, Whilst unacquainted iheum bedims her c)\s, 

- Tears, virgin tea»s the fii ‘-tth.it ever leapt 
" From those young lids, now plentifully wept. 


i Whence being shed, the liquid crystalline 
■ Props straightway down, refusing to partake 
^ gross admixture with the baser brine, 

shrinks and hardens into pearls opaque- 
|$Jfireafter to be worn on arms and ears ; 
one maid’s trophy is another’s tears! 
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« O foul Arch-Shadow, thou old cloud of Night/* 
(Thus in her frenzy she began to wail,)— 

“ 1 hou blank Oblivion — Blotter-out of light. 
Life's ruthless murderer, and dear love’s bale I 
Why hast thou left thy havoc incomplete. 

Leaving me here, and slaying the more sweet? 


*• \x> ! what a lovely ruin thou hast made, 
Alas! alas’ thou hast no eye to sec, 

And blindly slew’st him in misguided shade. 
Would I had lent my doting sense to thee ! 
But now I turn to thee, a willing matk. 
Thine arrows miss me in the aimless dark ! 


** O doubly cruel ‘ — twice misdoing spite ‘p 

But I will guide thee with my lulpmg t yes, , •- 

Or — walk the wide woild through, devoid of sight,— , 

Yet thou shait know me by my mary signs. 

Nay, then thou shouU’st have spared my rose, fal$e^'^| 
Death, 5i 

And known Love’s flow’r by smelling his sweet bre^fh.^^^1 

“Or, when thy furious rage was round him dealing* jVg 

Love should have grown from touching of his skin ; H 

But like cold marble thou art all unfeeling, w ||| 

And hast no ruddy springs of warmth within, ; ► **>j| 

And being but a shape of freezing bone, j 

Thy touching only turn’d my love to stone! , .* « 





here, alas ! he lies across my knees, 

With cheeks still colder than the stilly wave. 
The light beneath hi* eyelids seems to freeze ; 
Here then, since Love is dead and lacks a grave, 
O come and dig it in my sad heart's core — 
That wound will bring a balsam lor its sore! 


** For art thon not a sleep where sense of ill 
Lies stinglcss, like a sense benumb J with cold, 
Healing all hurts only with sleep’s good will ! 
So shall I slumber, and perchance In hold 
My living love in dreams, — O happy night. 
That lets me company his banish'd spright! 


** O poppy Death ! — sweet poisoner of sleep , 
Where shall I seek for thee, obliuous drug. 
That 1 may steep thee in my drink, and creep 
Out of life's coil? Look, Idol ! how I hug 
Thy dainty image in this strict embrace, 

£nd kiss this clay-clod model of thy face ! 


out, put out these sun-consuming lamps, 

:J do but read my sorrows by their shine ; 
jO come and quench them with thy oozy damps, 
*^»d let my darkness intermix with thine; 
love is blinded, wherefore should 1 see? 

j$pWlove is dead-, — death will be love to me ! 

\7f. ' 
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*' Away, away, this vain complaining breath,* 

It does but stir the troubles that I weep; 

Let it be hush’d and quieted, sweet Death ; 

The wind must settle ere the wave can sleep,— ■' 
Since love i« silent, I would fain be mute; ‘ - 

O Death, be gracious to my dying suit ! ” 

yji 

0 '/ j ' 

1 

Tims far she pleads, but pleading nought avails her, £ 
For Death, her sullen burthen, deigns no heed ; }. " 

Thcnw’th dumb craving arms, since darkness fails h€Br, 
She prays to Heaven’s fail light, a*» if her need 
Inspired her there weie Gods to pity pain. 

Or end it, — but t,hc lilto her aims in vain ! 

Poor gilded Grief! the subtle light by this 
With mazy gold creeps thioupli her watery mine, 

And, diving downward though the green abyss. 

Lights up her palace with an ameer shine; 

There, falling on her arms, — the crystal skin 
Reveals the ruby tide that faros within. 

Ix»ok how the fulsome beam would hang a glory 
On her dark hair, but the daik hairs repel it; 

Look how the perjured glow suborns a story M 
Or her pale lips, but lips refuse to tell it; v*' 
Grief will not swerve from grief, however told ' ,“*1 
On coral lips, or character'd in gold ; , 
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,J , Swifty as dolphins glide, or 6wifter yet; 

* With dead Lrander in her fond arms’ fold. 

She cleaves the medies of that radiant net 
r I'he sun hath twined above of liquid gold. 

Nor slacks till 011 the maigin of the land 
She lays his body on the glowing sand. 

4 

There like a pearly waif, ju^ past the reach 
Of foamy billows he lies cast. Just then, 

Some hstless iisheis, stiaying down the Uadi, 

Spy out this wonder. 'j lienee ♦lu* curious men. 
Low crouching, creep into a ’hi- Ur biake. 

And watch her doing-, till tin ir rude heaits ache. 


First she begins to chafe him till she faints. 
Then falls upon his mouth with kb .es many, 
And sometimes pauses in her o'. 11 complaints 
To list his bicathing, but thrie is not any, — 
Then looks into Ins eye* where no light dwells; 
Light makes no pictures in such muddy wells. 


The hot sun parches his discover’d eyes. 

The hot sun beats on his discolour’d limbs, 

The sand is oozy whcicupon he lies, 

Soiling his fall ness ; — then away she swims, 
Meaning to gather hint a daintier bed, ' 

PlucKing the cool fresh weeds, brown, green and 


, r 
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m kmple-witted thief, while she dives under, 
^Another robs her of her amorous theft ; 

^jfThe ambush’d fishermen creep forth to plunder, 
,^VAzld steal the unwatch’d treasure she has left; 

Only his void impression dints the sands ; 

/ Leandcr is purloin’d by stealthy hands ! 


Lo I how she shudders off the beaded wave, 

Lake Grief all over tears, and senseless falls, — • 
His void imprint seems hollow'd for her grave ; 
Then, rising on her knees, looks round and calls 
On u Hero 1 Hero ! ” having learn’d this name 
Of his last breath, she calls him bv the same. 


Then with her frantic hands she mids her hairs, 

, And casts them forth, sad keepsakes to the wind. 
As if in plucking those she pluck’d her cares ; 
But giief lies deeper, and remains behind 
• like a barb’d arrow, rankling in her brain, 

7 Turning her very thoughts to throbs of pain. 


'7' Anon her tangled locks are left alone, 

And down upon the sand she meekly sits, 

£ Hard by the foam, as humble as a stone, 
,^/idke an enchanted maid beside her wits, 
p\^hat ponders with a look serene and tragic, 
^' Stuitu’d by the mighty mystery of magic. 




and; leader. 

jAh'd here a head, and there a brow half seen, 
^Dodges behind a rock. Here on his hands 
A manner his ciumpled cheeks doth lean 
e^'Over a rugged crest. Another stands. 

Holding his hai mful arrow at tin.* ht ad. 

Still check’d by human caution and strange dread. 


' One 9tops his ears, — another close beholder 
Whispers unto the next hU grave surmise ; 

This crouches down,- and ju :t abuse Ins shoulder, 
A woman's pity •saddens in her eyes, 

And prompts her to befriend that lonely grief. 
With all sweet help* of si .terly relit f. 

And down the sunny beach die paces slowly, 

Wifli many doubtful pauses by the way ; 

Grief hath an influence so hush’d and holy, — 
Making her twice attempt, ere she can lay 
Her harfd upon that sea-maid’s shoulder white, 
Which makes her star tie up in wild affright. 


And, like a seal, she leaps into the wave 
k' y', 'That drowns the shrill remainder of her scream ! 
(hjf Anon the sea fills up the watery cave, 

J,And seals her exit with a foamy seam, — 

E& j 

Leaving those baffled gazers on tf.e beach. 
Turning in uncouth wonder each to each. 
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Some watch, some call, some see her head emefjjei,' 
Wherever a brown weed falls through the foam; . 
Some point to white eruptions of the surge 
But she is vanish’d to her shady home. 

Under the deep, inscrutable, — and there 
Weeps in a midnight made of her own hair* 


Now here, the sighing winds, before unheard. 
Forth from their cloudy ^aves begin to blow 
Till all the surface of Me deep is stirr’d. 

Like to the panting grief it hides below ; 

And heaven is cover’d with a stormy rack, 
Soiling the waters with its inky blark. 


The screaming fowl resigns her finny prey. 

And labours shoreward with a bending wing, 

Rowing again 1 1 the wind her to i home way ; 
Meanwhile, the curling billows r haf‘c, and fling 
Their dewy frost still fu* Jier on the stones. 

That answer to the wind with hollow groans. 

And here and there a fisher's far-off bark f 

Flies with the sun’s last glimpse upon its 6ail, 

Like a bright flame amid *he waters dark, ;J^ 

Watch’d with the hope and fear of maidens pale; / 
And anxious mothers that upturn their brows, 
Freighting the gUsSty wind with frequent vow#, ^ 
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l : * 

that the horrid deep has no sure path 
t To guide Love safe into his homely haven. 

• And lo! the stoim glows Mackcr in its wrath, 
O’er the dark billow brooding like a raven, 

That bodes of death and widow’s sorrowing, 
Under the dusky covert of his wing. 

% 

And no day ended. But no vesper spark 
Hung forth its heavenly sign ; but sheets of flame 
Play’d round tbc savage features of the daik. 
Making night horrible. That night, there came 
A wteping maiden to high dcstos’ steep. 

And tore her hair and ga&cd upon the deep. 

And waved aloft her bright and mddy torch, 
Whose flame die boastful wind c o luddy fanu’d, 
That oft it would lecoil, and basely scorch 
The leader coveit of her sheltering hand ; 

Which yet, fur Love’s dear sake, disdain’d retire 
And, like a glorying martyr, braved the fire. 

\ Fof that was Love’s own sign and beacon guide 
.< Across the Hellespont's wide weary space, 
Wherein he nightly struggled with the tide 
Look what a ted it forges on her face, 

A« if she bluvsh’tl at holding such a light, 
f&v’n in the unseen presence of the night! 


j >“ " HE&b AND 

.* h ' 

Whereas her tragic cheek is truly pale, 

And colder than the rude and ruffian air 
That howls into her tar a horrid tale ■ ( 

Ot‘ storm and wreck, and uttermost despair. 
Saying, “ Lcandcr floats amid the surge. 

And those are dismal waves that sing his dirge.** 

<7 

And hark ! —a grieving voice, trembling and iaint 
Blends with the hollow sobbings of the sea ; 

Like the sad music of a sin n’s plaint. 

But shriller than Leandcrs voice should he 
Unless the wintiy death had changed its tone, — 
Wheiefoie she thinks die he.us his s-phit moan. 

/ 

For now, upon each brief and breathless pause. 
Made by the raging winds- it plainly calls 
On “ Hero! Hero*”— -whenupon she draws 
Close to the di/.ty brink, that o; Vr appals 
Her brave and -onstant spirit to recoil. 

However the wild billows toss and ♦oil. 

**Oh ! dost thou live under the deep deep sea/- 
I thought such love as thine could never die! 

If thou Last gained an immortality 
From the kind pitying «ea-god, so will I; 

And this ialse cruel tide that used to sever 
Our heairs, shall be our common home for evert 


TO RING THE BELLE. 

r r;|Sf if ' ' 


hfefe we will sit and sport upon one billow, 
IfAltd sing our ocean ditties all the day, 

$&nd lie together on the same green pillow, 
'•CThat curls above us with its dewy spray ! 

S^And ever in one presence live and dwell, 

$T4ke two twin pearls within the selfsame shell.’* 


One moment then, upon the dizzy verge 
.-She stands; — with face upturn’d against die sky; 
- A moment more, upon the loamy surge 
She gazes, with a calm despairing eye ; 

‘ Feeling that awful pause of blood and breath. 
Which life endures when it confronts with death 

Then from the giddy steep she madly springs. 
Grasping her maiden robes, that vainlj kept 
Panting abroad, like unavailing wings, 

To save her from her death. — The sea-maid wept 
And in a crystal cave her corse enshrined ; 
N^meaner sepulchre should Hero find. 


« PLEASE TO RING THE BELLE.” 


rifFu, tell you a story that’s not in Tom Moore 
Young Love likes to knock at a pretty girl’s door: 

;■* So he call’d upon Lucy — *twas just ten o’clock — 

a spruce single man, with a smart double knock 


LINES. 


a handmaid, whatever her fingers he at/ 

['V<* Will run like a puss when she hears a rat-tat \ 

So Lucy ran up — and in two seconds more 
Had question'd the stranger and answer’d the door. 


The meeting wa* Miss ; but the parting was woe 
For the moment will come when such comers mgst go*. 

So she kiss’d him, and whisper’d — poor innocent thing—* 
“The next time you come, love, pray come with a ring,** 'f| 


LINES 


ON SEEING MY WIFE ANT TWO CHU OREN SLEEPING IN TtUC, 
SAME ('-UMBER. * " ' 




And has the cartli lo>-t its so spacious round. 

The sky its blue dicundertnce above. 

That in this little chamhei there is found 
Both earth and heaven — m y r mi \ erse of lo^ 

All that my God can give me, or remove, 

Heie sleeping, save myself, in mimic death. 

Sweet that in this sm ill compass I behove 
To live their living and to hitathe their breath 1 
Almost I wish that, with one common sigh, ; ^ 
We might resign all mundane care and strife, 

And seek together that tsanscendent sky, 

Where Father, Mother, Childien. Husband, Wiffy 
Together pant in everlasting lifed , *• 




A WINTER NOSEGAY. 


0, wither’d winter Blossoms, 
Dowager-flowers, — the December vanity. 

In antiquated visages and bosoms, — 

What are ye plann’d for, 

• Unless to stand for 
Emblems, and peevish morals of humanity ? 

There is my Quaker Aunt, 

A Paper-Flower, — with a foimal border 
No breeze could e’ti disorder, 
Pouting- at that old beau— the Winter Cherry, 
A pucker'd berry ; 

And Box, like a tough-liv’d annuitant,— 
Verdani dlway — 

-From quarter-day even to quarter-day ; 

And poor old Honesty, as thin as want. 

Well named — God -wot ; 
jtfnfe r^thc baptism of the water-pot. 

The very apparition of a plant j 
And why, 

Dost hold thy head so high. 


Old wintcr-Daisy ; — 

'Because thy virtue nevei was infirm. 

Howe’er thy stalk be crazy ? 

That never wanton fly, or blighted worm, 
.jfylade holes in thy most perfect indentation ? 
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A LEGEND OF NAVARRE. 

Sp^Mls jn the reign of Lewis, call'd the Great, 
one may read on his triumphal arches, 
jpjnhe thing bcfcl I’m going to relate. 

course of one of those “ pomposo ” marches 
^-He lov’d to make, like any gorgeous Persian, 

"i'.’l^rtly for war, 'and partly for diversion. 

ft ?;>; 

h$ome wag had it put in the royal brain 
»rV 'To drop a visit at an old chateau, 
hgtllCe unexpected, with his courtly train ; 

The monarch lik’d it, — but it happened so, 
n’tfhat Death had got before them by a post, 
o And they were “reckoning without their host," 

y Who died exactly as a child should die, 

^$7’ Without a groan or a convulsive breath 
Closing without one pang his quiet eye. 

Sliding composedly from sleep — to death ; 
cbfpae so placid ne'er adorn’d a bed, 
had seem’d not quite — but only rather dead, 

ftMght the widow’d Baroness contriv’d 



^^l^news of such unusual sort arriv’d, 
rf&^!bsfe came strange alteration in her sorrow ; 
llVpm mouth to moutli it pass’d, one common humming 
^™c^»ghput die house — die King ! the King is coming. 
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The Br. ronc<?s, with all her soul and heart, t jJ* 
A loyal woman, (now called ultra royal,) 

Soon thrust all funeral concerns apart, 

And only thought about a banquet royal J 
In short, by aid of earnest preparation, 

The visit quite dismiss’d the visitation. 


And. spite of all her grief for the cx-mate, V 

There wru secret hope -he could not smother. 
That some one, early, might replace "the late 
It was too soon to think about another * 

Yet let her minutes of despaii be reckon’d 
Against her hope, which was but ioi a jc« ond. ,1 

She ahnost thought that being thus bereft 

Just then, was one of time’s pp'pit: >us touches; 

A thread in &uch a nick so nick'd. it left 

Fite cppctitnniry to be «i dirhem ; ~ ^ 

Thus ail her care was on*y to look pleasant, 

But as fo? tears— she dropp'd them — for the present,/ t 


Her household, ns good servants ought to try,' \ 
Look’d like their lady- -anything hut sad,, 

And giggled even that they might not cry, 

To damp fine company ; in truth they had ■ ; J J 
No time to mourn, thro’ choking turkeys’ &rot$ij£* 1( 
Scouring old laces, and reviewing bottles. 


a^smm 


^ OF tfAVAftfcfc 

iSKSitat a hubbub for the house of woe 1 
pp* Ali? ' reaolu te to one irresolution, 

Pjtppft tearing, swearing, plunging to and fro, 
like another French mob revolution. 
^■There lay the corpse that could not ^tir a muscle, 
R’Bttt all tlie rest seem’d Chaos in a bustle, 

w , *, 

f tU : 

U,Hms Monarch came : oh ! who could ever guess 
tf-i -The Baroness had been so late a weeper! 
v ^. The kingly giace and more than g: ach.usness, 

* Buried the p >or defunct some fadioms deeper.— 
-v Could he hate had a pi jure — alas poor Being l 
WSccing would ^eitainly bate led to J) — ing. 


; For casting round about her eyes to find 
, Some one to wlron her chattels to endorse, 

,V The comfoi table dame at last inclin’d 
>1 ■ To choose the cheerful Master of the Horse j 
p > !'HeW&s so gay, — so teiulei, — the complete 
j^Nice man, — the sweetest of the monaich’s suite. 

I&N ‘ 

||jife'Saw at once and enter'd in the lists — 
j^’^Jaqce unto glance made amorous replies; 
talk’d together like two egotists, 
conversation all made up of eyes : 
pie ever got so right consort-ish 
thM* two hours — a courtship rather shortish. 
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£ At last, some sleepy, some by wine opprest, 

The courtly company began “ nid nodding* 
The King hist ‘.ought his chamber, and the rest 
Instanter followed by the course he trod in* 

I shall not please the scandalous by showing 
The order, oi disorder of their going. 

The old Chateau, before that night, had never 
Held half so many underneath its roof, 

It task'd the Baroness’s best endeawir, 
j And put her best connivance to the proof, 

i To give them chambeis up and d »«n the stairs, 

| In twos and thiees, by -.ingles, and by pairs. 


She had just lodging for the whole — v.-t barely :* 

And sonn, that were both broad n« back and tall* 

Lay on spurt beds that *ei\en them \uy sparely; l* 
However, there wen* be. N enough for al)^. 

But living bodies occur ltd so many ^ 

^Hcovld not let the dead one take up any. / ' j 

~ .■.&§! 

The act was, certainly, not over decent! * 

Some small respect, e’en after death, she ow’d 
Considering his death had been so recent: # 

However, by command, her servants stow’d w^vil 
(1 am asham’d to think how he was slubber’d,) y^JjS 
Stuck bolt upright within a corner cupboard 1 
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Then striding back for hi*? couteau de chasse, ’ > f 

Determined on a little midnight lunching, i 

He came again and piob’d about the mass, 1 1 

As if to find the fattest hit for mulching; 1 f 

' Not meaning waste- fully to cut it all up, ! | 

But only to abstract a little collop. ^ >? i 

. 

But just as he had struck one gieedy stroke, ' | 

His hand fell down quite poweiless and weak ; 

For when he cut the launch it plainly spoke \ \ 

As haunch of ven’son never ought to speak ; 

No wondei that his hand imAl go no further — 

Who** could? — to carve cold meat that bellow’d, ^ 
,f n.uilher! ” •PV*. 

. , *!v 

Down came the Body wiiii a bounce, ara down * M 

The Ranger sprang, a ^ta-ican* at a spiing, ' ■ v ’* ' ■ 

And bawl'd < nmigh to wakt n up a town ; - 

Som** thought that tbty w„ u* mu: dci 'd, some, the King, A § 
And, like Macduff, did untiring foi a season, 

But stand upon the spot and beil-'W, 14 Treason l ” , 


A hundred nightcaps gather’d in a mob, 

Torches d: aw torches, swords brought swondf >j|| U 
togethei, ' gj 

It seem’d to dark and perilous a job ; Jj £ 

The Baroness came trembling like a feather 1 mm 

Just ir the rear, as pallid as a corse, Ib O 

Leaning again -t the Master of the Horse. 95 
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£ jk>rat]Ztn of the bravest »p the stair, 


if4t' Atad lo I with one hand planted on hi* hurt, 

stood tlie body bleeding thro' his shirt, — 


\S>' o 


1 and well watch’d, began to clamber; 
f sought the door — they found it — they were there* 


. A, dozen heads went poking in the chamber ; 


}U' 
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Ko passive corse — but H!;e a duJlist 
Just smarting from a sriati'h- in fietce position, 
1 One hand advanced, and leady to re-i .t ; 
l f Ih fact, the Baton don'd the app.uiMon* 
Swearing those oaths the Fieiu.ii dt i.j, ht in most, 

, And for the sri/me time fl g«vr up the ;;ho,t ! ’ 


A living miracle!- foi \vh) ? — the knife 
v That cuts so nnry ol!‘ hom gv.ve giriy haiis. 
Had only carv’d him kindly into life : 

,;y * How soon it chang'd the posture of a {fails ! 
Jifierence one person mors* or less 
Will make in families, is past all guess 


stood the Baroness— no widow yet 
■ ^'Heife stood the Baron— “ in the body ” still 
^■^TJtere stood the Horses’ Master in a pet, 
ii|(\ ci ” king with disappointment's hitter pill, 
^Ta pee the hope of his irv. i .ion fail, 
tiiat of riding on a donkej’s tail. 
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- twa*» nothing but a trance i 
The lady died — ’twas nothing but a death* 
The cupboaul-cut serv’d only to enhance 
This postscript to the old Baronial breath t 
He soon forgave, for the revival’s sake, 

A little chop intended for a steak ! 

n 





THE POACHER. 

A SFKiOI'S HALLAU 

But Blossom wai a nice young man. 

And diove the Bury coach; 

But bad companions were his h^ne. 

And egg’d him on to poach. 

They taught hirr how to net the birds, ^ 
And how lO noose the hare ; 

And with a wiry terrier. 

Hi often set a snare, 

Each ** shiny night’’ the moon was bright, " 
To park, pjcscrvt, and wood 
He went, and kept the game alive. 

By killing all lie could. 


THE POACHER. 


Land-owners, who had rabbits, swore 
That he had this dement — 

Give him an inch of warren, he 
Would take a yard of ferret. 

At partridges he was not nice ; 

• And many, large and small. 

Without Hall’s powder, without lead, 
Were sent to Leadcn-Iiall. 

He did not fear to take a deer 
From loiest, park, or lawn ; 

And without lotntirg lord oi duke. 
Used iitTjuently to fawn. 

Folks who had hare*' discovt red ‘mare* 
His course they con lu not ‘top : 

No haiber he, anu ytt lie made 
7 'heir hares a perfect crop. 

To pheasant lie was such a Foe, 

He tried the keeper's nerves ; 

They swore he never seem’d to have 
Jam satis of preserves. 

The Shooter went to hear, and found 
No sporting worth a pin, 

Unless he tided the covers made 
Of silver, plate, or tin. 
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In Kent the game was little worth. 

In Surrey not a button ! 

The Speaker said he often tried 
The Manors about Suiton . 

No county fiom his tricks was safe; 

In each ho tried his lucks, 

And when the koepois were in Beds, 
He often was at Bucks „ 

And when he went to Burks alas! 

They always came to Ihrts ; 

And even Oxcu u-id to wish 
That he had hi: de.erts. 

But going to his \n:al limits. 

Old Cheshire laid his plots ; 

He got entrapp'd by legal liirks. 
And lost his *iie m A* ,tts. 


BALLAD. 


Spring it is cheery. 

Winter is dreary, 

Green leave? hang, but the brown must fljTf 
When he\> forsaken. 

Wither’d and shaken. 

What can an old man do but die f 


DEATH S RAMBLE. 
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Love will not clip him. 

Maids will not lip him, 

Maud and Marian piss him by ; 

Youth it is sunny. 

Age has no honey, — 

What can an old man do but die t 

June it is jolly. 

Oh for its folly ! 

A dancing leg and a Lughing eye; 

Youth may he *-ii!y. 

Wisdom ;s < hilly, — 

What can an old man do hut die t 


DEATH'S RAMBLE. 

• One day the dreary old King of Death 
Inclined for some sport with the carnal, 

So he tied a pack of darts on his hack, 

- And quietly stole from hn charnel. 

[ > ,, His head was bald of flesh and of hair, 

■ ' His body was lean and lank, 

, His joints at each stir made a crack, and the cur 
Took a gnaw, by the way, at his shank. 
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And what did he do with his deadly darts. 

This goblin of grisly bone ? 

He dabbled and spillM man’s blood, and he kitt’jT; 
Like a butcher that kills his own. 

The first lie slaughter’d it made him laugh 
(For the man was a colhn-maker) (l 

To think how the mutes, u.nd men in l lack suits. 
Would mourn ioy an undei taker. 

Death saw two QimIois .sitting m church : 

Quoth he, “ We «i.ji: n< t d.rh i.” 

And he Let them Jon ■, like figures of stone. 

For lie could not make them stiffor. 

He saw two duelll't- gohig to fight. 

In fear they could nor sn,oil»e» ; 

And he shot one through at onto — for he knew 
They neu.r would shoot t.ich other. 

He saw a W'.cchman fast in his box, (}} 

And he gave a snore infernal; " f, \ i 

Said DcaMi, “He may keep his breath, for hi* slfcCf> jjjfy- 
Can t.evei he mote eti rnal.” 

He met a coachman diiving liis coach 
So slow, that his fare grew sick ; 

But he let him ••tray on his tedious way. 

For Death only wars on the quick. 






®^0^V* V death’s ramble. *' ' v ‘ 

/"•Death saw a toll-man taking a toll, 
v ’ In the spirit of his fraternity j 
'!, .But he knew that sort of man would extort, 
Though summon'd to all eterniry. 


DEATH S RAMBLE. 


He found mi author writing his life, 

J3ut he let him write no further ; 

For Death, who strikes whenever he likes, 

Is jealous of all self-mur tiler 1 

Death saw a patient ihai palled out his purse. 
And a d'>rtOi that took the sum ; 

But he kt them 1 h —for he knew that the “fee** 
\W a pielude to ‘ k law ” and “ fum.” 


He met a dustman ringing a hell. 

And he gave him a mortal thrift , 

For himself, by law, since Adam’s flaw. 

Is contractor foi all cur dust. 

He saw a sailor mixing his grog, 

And he mark’d him out for slaughter: 

For on water he scaicely had cared for Death, 
And never on runv and- water. 


Death saw two players playing at carJs, 
But the game wasn’t worth a dump, 

( For he quickly laid them Hat with a spade, 
■ To wait for the final trump 1 




ty- 
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THE PROGRESS OF ART. 


O happy time! Art's catly days I 
When o’er each deed, with sweet self-praise* 
Narcissus-like I hung 1 
When great Rembrandt but little seem’d. 
And such Old Masters all were deem’d 9 
As nothing to the young! 

Some scratchy stiokes — abrupt and few. 

So easily and swift I diew. 

Suffic'd for my design ; 

My sketchy, sum rficial li.md 
DievV solid* at a da-h--anJ spann'd 
A sui La. with a hne. 



Not long my eye w.h thus content, 
But grew more ahoul— my be it 
Ess. y\l a higher w <ik ; 

1 copied li.uieii eyes in lead — 
Rheumatic hand, in white at: i red. 
And gvuty leet — in chalk. 

Anon my ? -tudious art foi days 
Kept making faces- -happy phrase. 
For faces such as mine 1 
Accomplish’d in the details then, 

I left the minor parts of men, 

And diew the foim divine. 



KK*\ • THE PROGRESS OF ART. 

kypld Gods and Heroes — Trojan — Greek 
\ figures — long after the antique, 

V Great Ajax justly fear’d ; 

/Hectors, of whom at night I dreamt 
And Nestor, fring’d enough to tempt 
Bit deters to his heard. 


A Bacchus, leering on a howl, 

A Pallas, that oiit-suiM ‘a r owl, 

A Vulcan — vei y Jam*-; 

A Dian stuck about with ‘■mis; 

With m) right hunt’ 1 mui del'd Mars — 
(One Williams did tin; same.; 



But tit ’d of this dry work at last. 
Crayon and eh ilk a.ide I cot. 

And gave my hm-di a think ! 
Dipping — “ as when a painter dips 
I In gloom id earthquake aiul eclipse. 
That is— -in Indian ink. 


Oh then, what Mack Mont Blancs arose, 
Crested with soot, ami not with snows* 
What clouds of dingy hue ! 

In spite of what the haul lias penn’d 
* I fear the distance did not “ lend 
1 U ' Enchantment to the view. 1 * 


THE PROGRESS OF A BXZ'J 

Not RadcIyiTe’s brush did e’er design 
Black Forests, half so black as mine. 

Or lakes so like a pall ; 

The Chinese cake dispers'd a ray 
Of darkness, like th<* light ol Day 
And Martin over all. 


Yet urchin pride sustain’d me still, 
I ga/cd on all with light good will, 
And cpicad the dingy tint; 

*• No holy Luke help’d me to paint, 
a he devil snrelv, not a Saint, 

Had any finger m't ! ” 



But colours came ! — like morning light, 
With gorgeous hues displacing night, 

Ci Spring's Mills enV -a rne ! 

At once the sabh shades withdrew ; 

My .skies got very, very bhs 
My tiees extreme*/ green. 


And wash’d i>v my cosmetic brush. 

How lV.auty’s cheiks began to blush; 

With lock of auburn stain — - 
(Not Goldsmith’s Auburn i -• nut-brown hair 
That made her lovelim of the fair; 

No*- “ loveliest ol the plain ! ” 





S$S£? : ' THE PROGRESS OF ART. 

P"? ‘ ' 

? : Hei lips were of vermilion line ; 

VJLore ill her eyes, anil Pius-dan blue. 

Set all my heart In flame ! 

A young Pygmalion, I a JorVI 
The maid* I made— hut time was stor’d 
With cul — and it came ! 


Perspective dawn’d — and soon 1 saw 
My houses-, stand again-.? ;?•> law; 

And “ keeping '* all unhept ! 
My leMutie- vvert p*i !«m,vr thing". 
Foi love atul ft nd im iginings ; 

But lion pi a to be wept ! 


Ah! why did Lnowhdge ope my eyes ? 
Why did 1 get nioti ani-jt-whi. ? 

It only selves to hint, 

What grave defects and wnnt e are mine ; 
gThat Pin no Hilton in des*gn — 

In natuu* no Dcwint ! 






' Thrice happy time ! — Art’s early day"! 

* When o’er each deed, with *\veet self-piai-e. 
Narcissus-like l hung! 

} tWhen great Rembrandt but little -ei m\l, 
'And such Old Masters all weie deem’d 
j ■ . As nothing to the young 1 
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OUR LADY'S CHAPEL. 

A LrCLND OF COBLLNZ . 


Wiujtiv-x has crot- 'd tlu* Mosel Bridge, 

And mounted by the fort oi Kaisc r Franz, 

I i.i- '•(on. peu banco. 

Just nn the sum.m: of St. Petu s ridge, 

A little open tb pel to the right. 

Whoiiin the tap.rs ayt «u* burning blight ■, 

So popular, indeed, this lady ‘brine, 

A* Last envmg the female population, 

By nigh', or it high v>< i, von sec it hi no, 
Avery Missal foi Vlununuti ,u / 

Yet, when yon pk:\H, it moi-s or eve, go bv 
All other t liajv Is ''.e^.ee . r.\ the lie* J>« 

"VViio'-e mouldy, win i* - lur«b:iod*y * nt /tJds 
Ixais, p\is. potaov niui\uel \w.7ej, rv*\ 

And loi the Viigi \ lonely Auk, a»:d lm-.h. 
Without tlw ghmuMi o 1 ' a Jai thing neb I 

Ike on St. P. tu-V Hill 

The lights are burning. binning, burning stilL 
In fact, i' is a pr tty it's I! ti ade 
To fnrnihh foilh the tandb , leudy made; 

And close hold-.; the chap: i and the way, 

A chandler, at her stall, :irs day by clay. 

An l sells, outh long and abort, the waxen tape*! 
Smarten'd wiLL tinsel-foil and tinted papers. 





' 'OUR LADTS CHAPEL. 

§3^' give of the mysterious truth an inkling, 
ll^fewe who in this bright < h ipel bivthc a prayer 
$^ u'XJn£>er Fnnv, " ami bum a r.mer there, 

» aid to get a lm-baud in a twinkling : ” 
^Jttst as she-glowwonn II it lie not si and J, 
SOwdi partners with tfiir mat* hnonial ia'idn\ 


; How kind of M. .v (1 <-aiiU in ii^.uen — 
.Where no:it in g/*, wi :iu t-.lu, aie giv 
To interl'eie below ii. in .A mu'dii 

,‘And help old maiden', m oemeM d t ;*c1k*s * 
i'The truth 1 ., ‘lut m t-s.vi «d le sung «* :i’ i: t : ly 
, - (At least, so s\h. :»• : u igs e.iim< u i) 

/ The vota'fes are at! old an. I mp}, 

Ho man could Jail in loo m;i by a mliarl *, 

However, that such u as. n g'fs and sows 
\ A*® some time > for the purpn.c < i!j< jcimis’, 

In helping to a spouse. 

,I« vouch'd foi by a -torv mo.t veracious. 


/.^‘.pertain Woman, i bough in name a wih, 

. Yet doom'd to Ion ly life, 

husband having been away 
JifSne years, two months, a wet k, and half a day,-- 

E >Ut remembi ances by words or deeds, — 
to think she had suflkkr* hauxlle 
k of widowhood and bum her wee ils — 
irse with a war.-ciuulle. 

.O' 


SPy* 
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OUR LADYS CHAPEU ' ,7; 

’ V 


Sick, single-handed with the wot Id to grapple# 

Weary of solitude, ami spleen, and vapours. 

Away she hurried to Our Lady’s Chapel, 

Pull-handed with tiuo tapcis— 

And pray’d as she li.ul never pray’d before. 

To he a b*>n . f\ V v\ ilc once uion . 

"Oh Holy Virgin ’ listen to my piayer i r , 

And Jt»r sweet rr.e.n . and thy k xV bake, 

Acc< pt the \ow ^ an 1 o!Kni.g» 1 make — 

Otheis set up one light, but lieu .s a pair! y 

Iltr puyit, it seem'd, vva h< aid : 

For in thue little wide, exactly xeekon’d, 

As hikhe t|s any bud. 

Sin stood btfoM. tin Ihie* r win, Han 5 4 he Second ; — ■, 
A fact that madt ii. 1 grat.rii ], o hi aity. 

To “ Uno 1 Prow, ” md he' pxpioou-. h'dne, 

.■she sent two waxtn candles snv.vfiie. 

Long enough tor a Lapland < \uiing party ! 

Rich was tne W* no mg Fe«st and rare— ^ 

What s.itisagL , weie there ! 

Of sweet' and sei<> s tlieie was a perfect glut: 

With plenteous liqnois to wash down good cheer 1 
Brantweln, and Rhum. Ke-rh-wa^ur, and Krug 
And wine so sharp that ev'iy om. was cut. 

Rare was the feast— I ut laiei was the quality 
Oi north, *d smoky-joke, and song, and toast,— 

When ju't in all tht middle of their jollity,— . < /li 










ADDRESS. 


411 


fill'd to hostess and to host, 
id all the unborn bi audios of tluir house, 
tftiPP 0 welcom e and unask'd, liko Ranquo’s Ghost, 

IM- l 11 ’Walk’d the long-lo-t , s pou->e! 

'$k'\ - ■ 

■ / What pen could ( ver paint 1 

hubhnb when the ! lid»~ were confronted I 
d/ , The bridesmaids fitfully b'*gan to faint; 

The bridesmen sta’vd — some v. in-tied and some 
’ grunted : 

} ' Tierce Hans the Tii I-'.d/ 1 hk a b Hi.it*-. hunted ; 

} Poor Hans the Second i.k<- .. v khng call . 

Meanwhile, con fen Mid by the Jouhl. mir.'de, 

".'/The two-hid biide -oM'M out, will*. it u- h, sn tu.M, 

- , 1 * k Oh Holy Virgin, \mdie too good- - b\ '.'aif ” 


. f ,« Ye Coblenz maid', take warning by the thyme, 
‘ d And as our Chilstian law-, forbid polygamy 
, // For fear of bigamy, 

;(Qrd/iight up one tapei at a time. 

■ — • — 





ADDRESS. 


FIcShI not a sound ! no whisper 1 no demm ! 
zh&L motion — no intrusive stir ! 

staid presence and a quiet bieatli, 
solemn moment dedicate to Death ! 

V • . - 



For now no fancied miseries bespeak 
The panting bonmi. and the Ave trod check 
No fa hied Tempe.-t, or diamanc wreck. 

No Royal Sire wa-h'd from the mimic deck, )| 

And dirge.] by Sr.i Nymphs to his biiuy grave! "a 

Alas! deep, deej> 1 encith the miUi n \\a\e, ' 

His beat., once w.pm and ♦hi'dd.in > .i*- vour 0*171* / ' 

Now ct *» 1 ,.iul set. ele- 1 * the shingle stone: 

His ii'p*, j-o tl.xpn-nt. ch- hid up i * li sam!; * ’/ 

The i nghr esc el t id, -and tie hn;uc i\c hand, 

Idly t mangled \\‘>th il.coii.in wed - 
Full fathom the, a F vT ..> r In m.i- i : ! 

Yes! wheio the 1 L.n.o.*' f.ihuw . rave tht while 
Around tlie l . k y 1 *. ■». iin! 1 J dy hi-. 

Deaf to th- U lt.al, t > t : 'i di .11 upplullV 
'1 hat g.eel* de *-r i« g I.. *'n Di.unah t .».sr, 

Blind to the me.-Ms thut appal *'.ie l*okl. 

To all lit ho; >/ ! <>i l- .it t d, t>\‘ In', c-1, if old— 

To love—and lest "s di* p agony, a-* < id ; ^ 

lie, wlio could r.v'V' the pu'-ions, n.oved hy none. 
Drifts an uncun -uoii* to* a.- Pool Elton's race is rtoif 


Weep for the dead ! Yet di nor merely ween 
For him who -himbii . In tin o< /y deep : 

Mourn lor me di > d ! — v' r not alone for him 
O’ei whom the coinnuant and gannet swim ; 
Bn 4 , like (hare Dulling in her little boat, 

Stietch out a juvimt hand to those that float— ' 







A DROP OF GIN. 



i. 


A DROP OF GIN. 
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Orphan Seven — so prematurely hurl’d 
^KpOa'Che billows of this stormy world, 

Struggling — save your pity take their part — 
'|$U breakers huge enough to lueak the heart ! 


''■V^’Gw ! Gin l a drop of Gin : 

!i What magi •iia d mon-toi . hde tlvnin 1 
■' ’ Fagtred, and 'Mined with fib!, .Mid tuk!, 
r y , , Some plague ‘ potted, and widi hloc-di 
Y;-, Shapes of mi^ry, slunu . an 1 £ >it! * 

' 1 i , ' ** ■ Figures that m'V ms h> the and trend do, 

,1-t * ' Creatures scarce lu.iu.in ft nit mote resemble 
\ ^ Broods of diaholieal kin, 

‘".f, ; Ghost and vampyre, demon and Jin! 

Gin 1 a drop of Gin ' 

/^FljeAram of Satan! the liquor of Sin 1 — 

' J>V . Distilled from the fell 
*fj ..Alembics of hell, 

ilt and Death, — his own brother and twin 1 - 
^-That man might fall 
Pyv "Still lower than all 
ie'cieanest creatures with scale and fin. 



4-H A DROP OF GW. K 

But, hold ; — we arc neither Barebones nor Pr; 
Who lathed wit.li such rage 
The sins of tlu* age ; 

Then, instead of making toe much of a din. 
Let Anger be mute. 

And sweet Merry dilute, 

With a di op of pity, the drop oi Gin! 

Gin : Gin I a drop of Gin ! 

When, darkly, Ad\ erdtj \ day** wt in. 

Am: the fiiend, and pceis 
Oi e.ulie. Mars 

Proie waim \s*ihia'», bi:t cold within. 

And c.misor n^.iec 
A fa" u liar fare 

That's ‘■riepul hi poveity i p t ; the chin ; 

But Mini., neglu.:, f i‘ld--hi)iil'ier. and * ut 
The ragged pauper, rrisfoi turn ’ * buT : 

Hardly acknowledged by idihanj bin, 
lh.raUM\ poor i u ! 

He llaS no r.u\ .it, 

A seedy coat, ami a boh in that: — 

Ho sole to iiiv shoe, and no brim to his hat: 
Noi a change of limn — wept hh akin; 

No g!'»\eS no u*-t, 

Eiiliei second or bcM; 

And, wli.'-r b, won** than all the rest. 

No light heart, though his trousers are thin— 


A DROP OP GIN, 


^; ; :WWle time elopes 
^•5' With all golden hopes, 

even with those ol pewter and tin; 
The brightest dreams, 
v ' ' , s And the best of s< hemes, 

Cl AH knocked down, like a wicket by Mjnn. 
Eacji castle in air 
Seized by giant Despair, 

No prospect in 3 * f* woun r* minnil.iu pin ; 
No credit, no cadi. 

No cold :nut f (u. t.» ha h. 

No bn-ad— not run ] 'r.» .to.-*, to mi b ; 
No coal in the c. Uu, no wine i;i liio bin— 
SuTiihed, biokm to bit*, 

•; With judg meets and writs : 

Bonds, bills, and cognovits distracting flu- v.i 
tn the webs that (lie spi U-rs of C’tu:nei> spii 
. Til!, weary ol liie, its wony and strife, 

’ Black visions ye life of a razor, ri hnile 
'.Of^oison — a rope — looping over a linn.’* 

i/Ginl Gin! a drop c>( Gin ! 

then its tremendous temptations begin, 

^'*y ; take » alas • 

^ to tire fatal glass 

■Maid happy the wretch that does not win 

change the black lino 

Of his ruin to “ blue ” — 
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?V' 4*6 THE TAUPER’s CHRISTMAS CARC&.' 

} '• 

V While angels sorrow, and demons grin— • ^ 

And lose the rheumatic 
Chill of his attic 

By plunging into the Palace of Gin ! „ 


THE PAUPER’S CHRISTMAS CAROL. 


F I'Ll, of chink and lull of meat. 

On our SAViorR*’ iumI day, 
CiiARJTV*: pncnriul lr< il - 
Thu- 1 bc.rd > I’mj'u -ay. — 

** Ought not 1 tv dince and *ing 
Thus suppli* d with famous cheer? 
II iv.i.o ! 

1 liaiil!) know — 
Chri'tmas conus hu*- onre a ear. 


“ After labour's long tunnoil, 
Sorry f**c and frequent fast, 

Tw >-and-fifty weeks oi toil, 
Pudding-*.! me is come at last ! 
But are rahiir high oi low. 

Flour and wt Mupp or dear? 

1 big ln,« 

I haiilly know— 
Christinas comes but once a year. 
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u Fed upon the coarest fare 
Three him tin d clays and sixty-four 
But for one on \ kinds rare. 

Just as if I wa-.rj’t poor ! 

Ought not I to Mess my stais, 
Waiden, clerk, and oversee r ? 

% Jlnp ho! 

I haully know — 
Cluistma* conn - hut oo.'o a year. 

“Treated lik>* a n't 1 c m- guest, 
One oi Natnii**- ->o< ial chop. 
Seated, tt n Kd en. it id p'esA 1 - 
Ilntwhtii 1 li.il) 1 hi ji»i a^ani. 
Twice to pud din;,', tli.il r to he f, 
A eleven firm . :c» ale I hi.-i 3 
lie i;»l. 

1 li.adK know — 
Christmas cohli hut once a year. 

“ Come to-morrow how it will ; 
Diet scant and 11 age rough. 
Hunger once ha* had it-, till, 
Thiist for once ha* Iiad enough. 
But shall I ever dine again t 
Or see another feast appear? 
Hoigho ! 

I only know — 

Christmas comes but once a year ! 



' r V'V ' : /V 

>7 } 4** THE LAY OF THE LAKK*°,ff 

Frozen cares begin to mdt, 

Hope** ievj\e and .spirits flow — 
Feeling as I have not felt 
Since a dozen months ago — 

Glad enough to sing a song — 
To-monow slull 1 volunteer? 
ilcigho ! 

1 haidly know — 

Chihtmas comes but once a year 

" Bright and hle-c i the time, 
So'tow 1 - en ! and io\ begin, 

Wnili the ht IN vith musy chime 
Ring the l)ay ol l *! i-t ity iii ! 

But tile happy tide to hail. 

With a si; h er with a tear, 
j b ighti 1 
1 hardly km *v — 

Chiistinr.fi come-, hut ••net* a yea? ! r> 





| Mgjff-'hi E LAY OF THE LAKE. 

^ ’ ^“Sweet, sweet ! from the middle of the wheat 

jjj ’ ■ ‘To meet the morning gray, 

$ " To leave the com on a merry morn, 

0 , Nor have to curse the day.” 

v{ / * * * * # 

/ 

;v Witjj the dew upon tluii hi east, 

And the sunlight on their wing, 

'' Towards the ikies from the hirrows use 

The htrk.', and thu-' th« y * >ng : — 

“ If you would know the came 
‘ That make, us >ing so gay. 

It is because we hail aitd hU 
/ And nevei onisc tlv day. 

Sweet, sweet ! f:om *he middle of the wheat 
(fil)t'n lurk our ctiflozv brood.) 

Where \v< wete ban n’d, and led 
Amidst the corn on a viry merry morn, 
fie WtTtr starve for food.) 

1 We never starve for bread ! ” 

* 

: ; ; Those flowers so very blue 

gf. Those poppies flaming red, 

i"'V, 

* • » • 

. - 

heavy eye was glared and dull, 

He only murmufd “ bread!” 
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VAUXIiALU 

Comi', come, I am \ cry 
Disposed to bo nieny — 

So hey ' for a wherry 
I beckon anil bawl \ 

’J i" my. not a damp night. 
And plenvjii* will Samp ught 
To music ami lamp light 
At shilling VauMj.ili ! 


Ay, here’;- mo da.b pf>rti\— 
The rher K-Msi ,•» m«*rtil 
I pas* , iim.I <m n hoi t all 
At onu o’i t! * hl.i/"— ~ 
Names fitnoa;, in story. 

Lit up « jH a »j .rt y 
All Haming in gi. y, 

Dist i acting Pie gaze * 

Oil J771 name lit*-, Jallow — 
Fame never wll 1 \ dlow 
In reJ light and yellow 
Poetical toil — 

Ihe long tilt d lo vviite up 
JVIy name, and rai*e flight up i 
Jiut ink will not light up 
Like cotton and oil i 



VAU3CHALL- 


But sad thoughts, keep under 
The painted Rotunda 
Invites me. I wonder 
Who's singing so clear? 
*Tis .Sinclair, high-fij ing, 
Scotch ditties supplying ; 

^But some hearts aie sighing 
For Dignum, I fe ir ! 

How bright h ?h lu->t'e. 
How thick tie ■h.lh'. niu-ter. 
And eap* rlv ilu-h i , 

On bench and in hus', — 
Whiht Povey is waking 
Sweet sou !nls, or the Liking 
Kate Stephen 4 - is shaking 
Her uuuj and her locks 1 

What clapping attends her !- 
The white doe hefiieivls liei- 
How Ihahaiu attends her 
Away by the hand, 

For Love to succrtd hei ; 
The Signoi doth hc^d hoi. 
And sigheth to lead her 
Instead of the band ! 

Then out we all sany — 
Time’s ripe tor the Bahet, 


VAFXHALL. 


Like bees they all rally 
Before the machine! — 

But l am for tiacing 
The blight walks and facing 
The groups that are pricing- 
To bee and Ik seen. 

How motley they mingle — 
"What men might one single. 
And nanus ih.if would tingle 
Or tickle the iai- - 
Fied) Chinese cor.:i!\ers 
Of lcttci *~sur\i\->is 

Of pawnbioK-.s . — diwts 
Beali *] 11 bat s Jppial ! 

Such litiK and gut men. 
And (hicaod >iate men — 
Coii ci ns end lan-mcn — 
How plea i ant to nod 
To fiiends — to note fashions. 
To maVs. speculations 
On people rind passions— 

To laugh at the odd ! 

To sup on true slices 
O; ham — with fair prices 
For fowl — while cool ices 
And liquors abound — 
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sSv'-SSS^V-’ A ‘'RECIPE — FOR CIVILISATION. 

To see Black more wander, 

A small salamander, 

•! Adown the rope } under, 

* And light on flu* ground ! 


Oh, the fmw'-rks aie sph-ndi ! ; 
But darkness is Mended -- 
Bright tli'ng’, are ,oon ended, 
Fadeopmku and :a'M 
There j? oi «! I* — 

?rmc c i .h o.ir M j«* *• re-*. 

By stars in r> '■>( ker. 

I r * -...in ill j 


A REC1HI— FO]< CIVILISATION. 


Sorely, those sages car who tea< h 
j ^That man is known fiorn Mutes by speech, 
Which hardly sever, man from woman, 

’ But not til’ inhuman from the human — 

Of else might parrots claim „ huity, 

£ And dogs be doctors by Lei, ary, — 

;; Not t’ insist, fas might be dvnviO 
jj‘. That beasts have gihluiiish of their own, 
.Which once was no dead tongue*, tho’ we 
, 4 Since Esop’s days have lust the key ; 


A RECIPE — FOR CIVILISA^dN^?? 

' ' ' v 

Nor yet to hint dumb men, — and, still, not i 
Beasts that rould gossip though they will not* 
But play at dummy like the monkeys, 

For fear mankind should make them flunkies. 
Neither can man he known by h attire 
Or form. because like a neat me, 

'I hat some grave men could never shape ° 
VVhich is the aped and width the ape. 

Nor by hi i gait, nor hj hi height, 

Nor wt berate.. h- *s Mad. or white, 

But r t i(j',)i,il y --U,\ ‘o \w tail 
1 lit* only Looh'v \\ m \i 1 
The only one v !><> I . rugs ! bit 
Of dinner to tin pr r or -po, 

For when rl c k*m t\: \ar 1: e^y, 

To put hi \en’so'i ‘a j>.i- -y 
Frgo. by lo pe, w * *t oute. 

That i < \vh > C‘»ok i- rot i Mute, — 

Bat rhp.us human <■-% wM 1, 

if a hoi i Ii.id ‘>en r i I ^ d i '' r «ii his beans. 

Nay. no oik hut a horse would iorage 
On uA-Vi oat> murad «>1 porridge, 

Wide! proves, if hums and Scotchmen vary, 
The ditteience u tulmaiy. 

Fm»h. l, as man i ■. kisovn by fe< ding 
From - m> Tien from men, in breeding 

j^ie still distil. gu'di'd as they eat. 

And raw in manners, raw in meat, — 
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f? recipe — FOR CIVILISATION. 

. . .Look at the polish’d nations hight 

i‘?; The civilized— the most polite 

Wi * 1 ■ 


■ 4. lie WlVlil^vw J 

In that which bean. the praise of nations 
P * ' p or dressing eggs nvo hunched fashions 
Whereas, at savage ft eders b >ok - 
Tbc less refined the hss they took ; 

From T Altai giooms that mewlv sfiaddh* 
Across a .teak and w mu th *.r addl- , 

Down to the Vl y- ud.in 
' That holts lui chop ->id ;■ lop- * v ' w * 

And, like a wild 1 M' f . " ,1m1, ‘ 

To dress lu i p-s-op a h“> 

For gowns, .m 1 glo\ c-> a.. 1 t ap*. nd h PP et 
Are beaut) ’s voue'., spue, and i; p« f S 
And not by ‘h nub] - huiiu > p«* on. 

But those wh«' uwt ami b <>1 tlu n »*se'" n : 
So Eve an! /m1ap. v-‘u t." h\ve. 

Because the) iiud on waici-u ^e-. 

And till they lcainYi to conk tli* u n unities 
\ Went bhnd a< beetles to tUh uuditi. 

For niceness comes from th* innir side, 

(As an ox i? dre-t beloie lu- hide.') 

And when the entiail loathe \ u'gat uy 
The outward man will ,-oon cull ranty, 

' ; For ’tis tld effect of what wi eat 
pTo make a man look like his meat. 

As ’insects show their food's complexions; 
fopling clothes are like confections. 


4h >' 


f 1‘- ■ 
: k\ 
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But who, to feed a jaunty coxcomb. 

Would have an Abyssinian ox come? 

Or serve a dish of fri calces. 

To clodpolcs in a coat of fikzu? 

Wliei ims a Mach would call for buffalo 
Alive- -and. no doubt, eat the ofTal too. 

Now, ( ;hi-« pumised) it follow-) tlicn 
That ( 1 rt tin culiu.uy imn 
fhiHild ii, t po I"' Mi with pan*) and spits 
To b»iu f » the hearken*! to tbtii wit., 

(Foi all wise Scotch':;- n ,>1 out evtury 
K fi. *vv fiKti hist st;ps 'iP alniv '-P.iy ; 

\.»d. es we ha\i p'ui d. i!.*i. pot-. and saucepans 
Must jw\c ;hc w.e. foi Wilbiilorit* plans) : 

But iiunyan en’d to tiii :k tiie mar }'.«u- 
To t ike nun* oi-., wa : l-a*teiin<: \ .11 j ate, 
When if, *>f ‘ii Mioald bav» woth d her souise 
nvn of w.n do — \v 1 w , 1 t lit ii r •*<*-* 



Can’t Ml ‘ a town by op co 1 ape, 

*J *1 ii y *.tial ..n e-it* y w.tn il- t.a.i^e. 

What leu'Kiid ni-iiop, forex inple, 

Could pic .< L )>o'!, d Apo fiom his temple? 
Whi nus .. cook would stx»ii unseat him', 
Ann make hi 1 - own eh nub war dens eat 1dm, 
Not Irving could rtmuU tlio^e \ermin 
Til 1 Antlunpoplinp* s, by a sermon ; 
Wln'Ui jniir Otborne, in a tiice, 


Wm id “ take :i shiu of beef and spice. 
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’ ;^;;s \ And raise them such a savour/ smother. 

No negro would devour his In other, 

'•1 “ But turn his stomach iound as loth 

' , As Persians, to the old * ldack ’ bioth,— 

^ For knowledge oirenest makes an entty, 

An well as true love, thu/ tliv. junti), 

Whfcre beaux that c«mu* at fust fo, f«viiing 
Grow gallant m< u .uni g».r good breeding. — 
Exempli gratia - in ihe V> 

Ship-tiadei-. -ay tin n .v, .m-> a nest 
Lined with id l-J. :atAi , iik<- a Mokeiy, 

But coarse i t :■ **« i m crow- a: c wikerj. — 

7’his lace, thou-v n*'\v caM c! O. V. E. m« n, 
(7o show th< y an nmn *h m * 11, C. pieti.} 

. ' Was once so ipo.-reif ol »'ui kniik. 

They laid tin ir m iN upon filth b..ch*. 

And grew th> h* ipiaiti in louver to: lum lieoii 
. On tiees that Mkid tlvni in the tain shine. 

„ , / As for then hod.'*', they wei«_ coated, 

\ , ; , (For painted tilings an* so denoted;) 

’ , ' j But — the naked tnHi is — staik primes aL, 

■■ . That said theii prayer ro timber devils, 

’"V<v , Allow’d polygamy— dwelt in wigwams — 
i V V ( And, when they meant a fea't, ate big yams. — 
And why?— because their ravage nook 
v VHad ne’er been visited by Cook, — 

: And so they faied till out great chief, 
t y Brought them, not Methodists, but beef 
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In tubs.— and taught them how to live. 
Knowing it was too soon to give, 

Just then, a homily on their sins, 

(For cooking ends ere grace begins,) 

Or hand hi-' tract-, to the untractahle 
Till they could keep a more exact table — 

Fot nature has her proper eouise«, c> 

And wild men must !n* hack’d like horses, 

W hub i'nk'V know, .iu nevei fit 
For tiding till i!kvV lud a lot 
I’ tile mouth ; but then, with pioper tackle. 
You may not them t-» 1 t.d.i t» ‘eh-, 

Frgo (\ c a}' hr hist mad* <' neos 

hi the headier. m »d- s, li\ kit chi n tanges, , 

And tau.’Iit *he king’s conk, In com inring 
Process, th it « in wing was .lot mi tv mg, 

And in bet bk.ck h * '.hunt a 1 .indL- 
Of tr«.“o nV-dgt 1 horn C.-m end RundcM, 
Where, -re she J.ud ie. ■■ bivord Welsh rabbit*. 
She Siw t i ic spa u.n " of i.ei JuSuts, 

A f 'd jouud bet Joins put on , striped 
Towel. wV re finals might be wiped. 

And tP.n her bee 1 st clothed like her ribs, 

(For aprons had oi course to bibs,) 

Ajtttgfhy the time sue had got a mcat- 
Scrwn, veil’d her i-uk, too, fi om the heat—* 

As for her grevk'- and her fauces, 

(Th*/ they reform’d the toyal fauces,) 








v 


* SPRING. 


'fieryforcemeats and ragouts — I praise not, 
'Because the legend further says not, 

Except, she kept each Chri-tian high-day, 

’ And once upon a fat giod Fiy-day 
Ran short of logs, and told the Pagan, 
That turn'd tlic spit, to chop up l>agcn!— 


SPRING. 


A Kl-W VI Hi,, ON'. 


“Ham. The* air Idle «dne\v My ~h i rciy rold. 

Hok. It is a nipping and an e.igir air. ’ — Hamlet. 


> «Come, gmih’ Snnr’j ; 1 etlu teal mVt.nr^s c 'tv . 
Oh! lhon«vui, \ oul oi ihy.i.e a- will ^ on, 
How couldst thou tin.' pooi le'man natuic hum ? 

- There’s no sudi btu-on. 

^hc Spring! I shiink and slniihhr at her name ! 
7- - For why, 1 find her breath a hitter h lighter! 

\Ajfid suffer from hci hiatus as if they came 
' ■' / From Spiing the Fighter. 

'^Her praises, tlien, let hardy poets sing, 
t V ' And be her tuneful laureates and upholders, 

/ i *VFho do not feel as if they had a Spring 
Pour’d down thei r shoulJcis 1 



SPRING/ * 

‘ '* >>' 

Let others eulogise her floral shows, 

From mu they cannot win a single stanza* 

I know her blooms are in full blow — and so fty 
The Influenza. 

Her cow&lip c >, stocks, and lilies of the vale. 

Her hone) -blossoms that you hear flic bees at, 

Her pansies, daffodils and piimiose pale. 

Arc things I sneeze at ! 

Fair is the vernal quartet of the year! 

And fair its eaily huJdim;: and its blowings— 

But just suppose Con- 'cmpi ion's seeds appear 
WithotJiei Moving' ■ 

For me, I find, wlun eastern wind-) .i.e high, 

A frigid, uni i feni.il inspirat'.m ; 

Nor can, like Inm-Cn-sted Chubb, d<fy 
An inflammation. 

Smitten by Lrees.es from the land of plaguy « 
To me afl vern.il luxuiies are fables. 

Oh ! w hire h; tin Spritig in a rheumatic leg, 

SthT a table's t 

1 limp in agony,- I wliee/e and cough j 
And quake with Ague, that Great Agitator 

Nor dream, hefriie July, of leaving off 

JVly Respirator. ' J ' 
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THE VOLUNTEER. 


flSfibat wonder if in May itself I lack 
A peg for laudatory verse to hang on i — 

Spring mild and gentle ! — yes, as Spring-heeled Jack 
, To those he sprang on. 


Ia short, whatever panegyrics lie 

In fulsome odes too many to ne cited, 
Tfce tenderness of Spring is all my eye. 
And that is High ted ! 


THE VOLUNTEER. 


in that mcniorJ.ile year 
France threaten’d to put off in 
Flat-bo Hom'd bo.us intending each 
To be a Biitish eolfin, 

, ■ To make sad widows of our wives. 

And every babe an orphan — 

' „ When coats were made of scai let cloaks, 
' And heads were dredg'd with flour, 

,/ ,, I Misted In the Lawyers’ Corps, 
i^gainst the battle hom ; 

A perfect Volunteer — for why ? 
v - ' ' l brought my " Will and powY.” 



THE VOLUNTEER. ' J V < 

One dreary day — a day of dread. 

Like Cato’s, over-cast — 

About the hour of mk. (the morn 
And 1 were breaking fa-t\) 

There came a loud and Midden sound. 
That struck me all aghast ! 

A dismal sort of morning roll, 

That was not M be ( aten : 

Although it was no skin of mine. 

But parchment, that was beaten, 

I felt tattoo’d thmugh all my fledi. 

Like any Otalieit .in 

My jaws with utter dio.ul civ heed 
The morsel I was munching, 

And tenor lock'd them up i o right, 

My veiy teeth went cumrbing 

All through my br ad and tongue at once 

Like sandwich m.*de at him lung. 

My hand that held the tea-pot fast. 
Stiffen'd, but yet unsteady. 

Kept pouring, pouring, pouring o’er 
The cup in one long eddy. 

Till both my hose were mark’d with tea , 
As they were mark’d already. * 



TKE VOLUNTEER. 

x' Lfelt my visage turn from red 
lv .“To white — from cold to hot ; 

V. But it was nothing wonderful 
My colour changed, I wot, 

' For, like some variable silks, 

I felt that I was shot. 


And looking foith with anxious eye. 
From my snug upper ~tu»y 
1 saw our inelaiuhoi) co'ps. 

Going to belli all g >iv ; 

Tile pioru- 1 > 'vim’d \< ly l<-th 
To axe then way to gloi y. 

The captain march’d as mourn* vs max oh. 
The ensign ton -.eem’d lagging, 

And many more although riuy were 
No ensigns took to flagging — 

Like corpses in (he Seipentin'% 
Metliought they wanted diagging. 


But while I watch’d, the thongh.t of death 
/.Came like a chilly gu-.r, 

V Audio! I shut the window down, 

, With very little lust 
To join so many marching men. 

That soon might be March dust. 


THE VOL'UNTliER. 

"• ' I \ 

Quoth I, “ Since Fate ordains it so# 

Our foe the coast miM land on ; 1 

I felt so warm beside the fiie 
1 cared not to abandon ; 

Our hearths and homes are always things 
That patriots make o stand on. 

“ The fools that fight abroad foi home,’* 
Thought 1, “ may get a wtong one; 

Let those that have no homes at all, 

Go battle foi a long one." 

The niinoi here confirmed me this 
Reflection, hv a -tto-.g one. 

For there \vh ;k 1 was won’: t<> shave, 
And deck me like Adorn-, 

There stood r'u luckt of om Ws, 

With vultures f f \ hi- ironies — 

No Corsican but Heath him -elf. 

The Bony of all Bottles. 

A honid sight it was, and sad 
To see the gride chap 
Put on my crimson livery. 

And then begin to clap 
My helmet on- ah me! it fell 
Like any felon’s cap. 



Wft MORNING MEDITATIONS. 

."My plume seem’d borrow’d from a hearse. 
An undertaker’s ctcst ; 

’ My epaulettes like coffin-plates ; 

My belt so heavy press’d. 

Four pipeclay cioss-ioads seem’d to lie 
At once upon my bic.vt. 

* 

My brazen breast-plat*. only lack'd 
A little heap of -alt. 

To make me iike a n-ip-v full dtess’d, 
Ftepaiing for the \ ml* — 

'i’o set. up %\l»at tin. 1*<** t call* 

My cverla-tiM;* lull. 

Thi'j funeral show iiirlhu-d me quite 
To peace ; - and lieie ! am ! 

Whilst hettei lion* go to w.u. 

Enjoying with the lamb 
A lengthened l : fe, thai miglrt have been 
A Martial Loup am. 


MORNING MED1T ATIONS. 



Taylor preach upon a morning breery, 
wel1 10 rise while niglii- and laiks are flying- 
part getting up seem- not so easy 
• By half as lying * 


[6 MORNING MEDITATIONS.^';^ 

What if the lark does carol in the sky, ’ ’ : : ih 
Soaring beyond the sight to find him out—- l '-‘ 
Wherefore aift I to n'se at such a fly ? 

I’m not a trout. 

Talk not to me of bees and such like hums. 

The smell of sweet horb^ at the morning prime-** 
Only lie long enough, and bed becomes 
A bed of time . 

To me Dan Phoebus and bis car are nought. 

His steed-, that paw impatiently about, — 

Let them enjoy, say 1, a lvn as ought. 

Tin- *li -t tin n-out : 

Right beautiful the dewy mt.ids appear 
Besprinkled hy the losy-fingerM girl: 

What then, — li 1 pn.fi r my pillow beer 
To eaily pe.< ri } 

My stomach is not ruled hy oti * * men’s. 

And grumbling ho a reason, quaintly begs 
“ Wherefore ‘hould master rise before the liens / v 
Have laid their eggs?'* . 


Why from a comfortable pillow start 
To sec faint flushes in the cast awaken? 
A fig, Bay I, lot any streaky part. 
Excepting bacon. 



LOVE LANE. 

(* .V * * 

t y An early riser Mr. Gray has drawn. 

}‘ t Who used to haste the dewy gr;i,-»s among, 

' ; w To meet the Min upon the upland lawn ” 

Well — lie died young. 
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, With charwomen such eaily horns agree. 

And 1 sweeps, that earn betimes their bit and ftup J 
But I’m no climbing boy, and need not he 
l * Al! up — all up ! ■' 

So here I’ll lie. my noripng call*- deferring. 

Till something marei to tlu stioke of noon;— 

A man that’s fond pii'-ocioiisly of jtirrmg. 

Must be a spoon. 


LOVE LANE. 

If I should lore a maiden more. 
And woo her c\’ry hope to crown. 
Pd love her all the country o’er. 
But not declare it out of town. 


One even, hy aino^y bank, 

; That held a hornet’s nest within, 

/To Ellen on my knees I sank, — 

How snakes will twine around the shin ! 



LOVE LANE. 



A bashful fear my soul unnerved. 

And gave my heart a backward tug; 
No* was I cheer'd when she observed, 
Whilst I was silent, — “ What a slug l *' 


At length my offer I preferr'd 
And Hope a kind reply fnrhodc — 
Alas ! the only sound T heard 
Was, u What a horrid ugly toad !’* 


1 vow’d to give het all my heart, 

’1 o love hei till my life look leave. 
And painted all a «ip.ut — 

Except a wmM) gone up i <i ^ dee\e 1 


But when ! veilin' ed to abide 

H(i father’s and Jiei mothei's glints— 

Sudden, die ‘■t.utid up, and tsiid, 

** O dear! 1 am all ovt •* ant 1 - ! s * 


Nay, when beginning tr beseech 
’Die cause tn.it led to my i chuff*, 

Th e answer was as strange a speech, 

“ A Daddy-longlegs sure enough !** 

I spoke of fortune — house, — and lands. 
And still lenewri the warm attack,— 
’Tis vain to oiler ladies hands 
That have a spidei on die back 1 





if UNflSf?. >; » , * r *y' :-S , 'V‘' '/ *.r *,»’ 

, r - jlyt. ,, ’ " \ , ' ’ ’ 1 < * 

LOVE LANE. 

I-;! 1 **Tis vain to talk of hopes and fears, 

/•n ' And hope the least reply to win, 
v From any maicl that stops her ears 
„ ’ In dread of earwigs creeping in ! 

*T!s vain to call the dearest names 
Whilst stoats and wcazek swtlc by — 

As vain to talk of mutual flames. 

To one with glow-woims in her eye ! 

What check’d me in my fond address. 
And knock’d each pretty image downs 
What sLopp’J my Ellen's falteiing Yes? 
A catei pillar on her gown ! 


To list to Philomel is sweet — 

To see the Moon i isc silver-pale, — 

But not to kneel at Lady’s leet 
And crush a rival in a snail i 

- Sweet is the eventide, and kind 
Its zephyr, balmy as the south ; 

But sweeter still to speak your mind 
V Without a chafer in your mouth! 

At last, embolden’d by my bliss, 

Still fickle Fortune play’d me foul, 

. For when I strove to snatch a kiss 
, 'She scream’d — by proxy, through an owl ! 



THE DESERT-BORN. 

Then, Lovers, doom’d to life or death* 

Shun moonlight, twilight, lanes, and batV-v 1 . 
Lest you should have in selfsame breath 
To bless your fate — ami curse the gnats 1 


THE DESERT-BORN. 

■ M 
>)Xl% 

«FIyio the desert, fly with me.” — L a. or Uested, Stakhotb. 

Twas in the wil ds of Lebanon, amongst its barren hills,- — * • 
To think upon it, even now, my veiy blood it chills !— : , 
My sketch-book vpre id hcfoic mo, and my pencil in my. 
hand, ‘ 

y 1 

1 g3zed upon the* mountain range, t lie red tumultuous 
sand, 

The plumy palms, the sembie f»r'. the cedars tall vta&'fol 
proud, — r 

When lo ! a shadow j as ’d across the paper like ■ < UU 4 *,jj 

■ riond ' '’//m 

And looking up 1 ww a form, apt figure for the sceney^-r^ 
Methought I stood in presence of some oriental qpi&ffc# 

< » ’..■"aSL'/s 


The turban on her head was white as any driven 

■*. '* r #. 'liziFm 


A purple bandalette pusr o'er the lofty brow belowy J£a«| 
And thence upon her shoulders fell, hy either 

ear ; ySflSB 

In yellow folds voluminous she wore her long each 
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t underneath, with ample sleeves, a Turkish robe J 
Eillk. 

Enveloped her in drapery the colour of new milk ; 

it floated wide in front, disclosing underneath 
gorgeous Persian tunic, rich with many a broider’d 
5 ■ wreath, 

Compeliid by clasps of costly pearl around her neck to 
; meet — 

* And yellow as the amber were the buskins on her feet l 

Jf 

Of course I bow’d my lowest bow — of all the things dn 
, earth. 

The reverence duo to loveliness, to tank, or ancient 
gj, ’ birth, 

5?;^,To power, to -wealth, to genius, or to anything un- 
;■ ’’ common, 

,>y- A man should bend the lowest in a Desert to a 
^ ' Woman! 

ht;. Yet some strange influence stronger still, though vague 
\ ■ . * and undefined, 

and with magic might subdued my soul 

'■^CV J ■ttd mind ; 

Was a something in her air that drew the spirit 

^^.v'vigh* 

the common witchery that dwells in woman's 

_ejrel 

tjfh reverence deep, like any slave of that peculiar 


,, , ;r,v^ ; r '^, * " , • ■- ,■ "*\ 

A ; '- 4$* THE DESERT-BORN. 

; %i >'A' ■ , 

•'; /I bow’d my forehead to the earth, and kiss’d thfi ; 
sand ; * 

7 V *}»'' 

And then I touch’d her garment’s hem, devoutly as’-a^ 
Dervise, ?' 

Predestinated (so I felt) for ever to her service. 

Nor was I wrong in auguring thus my fortune from her, , 
face, 

She knew me, seemingly, as well as any of her race ; 

“Welcome ! ” she cried, as l uprose submissive to my feet; ^ 

“It was ordain’d that you and I should in tins desert 
I meet ! 

Ay, ages since, before thy soul had bur“tit$ prison bare/ 

This interview was promised in the language of the' 
stars!” 

Then clapping, as the Easterns’ wont her all-command- 
ing hands, 

A score of mounted Arabs cumi last spurring o’er the 
sands, 

Nor rein’d they up their foaming steeds till in my vely' . 
face ’ .. m* 

They blew the breath impetuous, and panting from thcr'f] 


"Fearnought,” exclaim’d the radiant one, as 1 J 
off aloof, V. 

"Thy precious frame need never fear a blow ' 


horse’s hoof! 




bBSBMVSOSM."' ’ ! 

natal star was fortunate as any orb of birth, j - 

lAfli late hath held in store for thee the rarest gift of 

lien turning to the dusky men, that humbly waited 3* f ’ 

'y*niar t * 

8he cried, ** Go bring the Beautiful — for lo ! the Mah 
" is ^ere!” 


Off went th’ obsequious train as swift as At fjpof* \ <? 
could fiee, 

But Fancy fond out-raced them all, with bridle loose \ 
and free. 

And brought me back, for love’s attack, some fair 
Circassian bride. 

Or Georgian girl, the Harem’s boast, and (it fur sultan’s 
side; 

Methought I lifted up her veil, and saw dark eyes 
, beneath. 

Mild as gazelle’s, a snowy brow, ripe lips, and pearly 
* 9 teeth, 

•A swan-like neck, a shoulder round, full bosom^and a 
v-v waist 

"Jflbt too compact, and rounded limbs, to oriental taste. 
Methought — but here, alas! alas! die airy dream to 
a / blight, 

,‘;Bi}hold the Arabs leading up a mare of milky white ! 

tell the truth, without reserve, evasion, or remorse, 

;rl?he last of creatures in my love or liking is a horse a 

• ‘ 


THE DESERT-BORN.^ 


Whether in early youth some kick untimel) 

Whether from born antipathy, as some dislike a 
I never yet could bear the kind, from Meux*s 
steeds 

Down to those little bearish cubs of Shetland's shaggy 
breeds ; — 

As for a war-horse, he that can bestride one is %hero» 

Merely to look at such a sight my courage sinks to zfiKV: 
With lightning eyes, and thunder mane, and hurricanes 

ofk’gs ;(*j 

Tempestuous tail — to picture him description vainly begs? | 
His fiery nostrils send forth clouds of smoke instead Ot 'J 
breath — ■ 

Nay, was it not a Horse that bore the grisly Shape <?l • } 

Deatli? 

Judge then how cold an ague-fit of agony was mine /"4 

To see die mistress of my fate, imperious make a ?igy» 

To which my own foreboding soul the cruel sense sup- ,j 

Plil ' d: J4 

“ Mount, happy roan, an i run away with your AxabiUm ^- j 

l-rhW!” ■'’,1^1 

Grim was the :,mile, and tremulous the voice with 
which J spoke. 

Like anv one's when jesting with a subject not a jok^'/'R^' 
So men have trifled with die axe before the fetal s 


u Lady, if mine had been the luck in Yorkshire to fee 1 
Or anv of its Ridings, this would be a blessed tnoifi 






one ! I cannot ride — there’s something in -a 

" Vor‘«ft \ 

X can always honour, but T never could endorse. 
£peak still more commercially, in riding I am quite 
jgWSB -to running long, and apt to be paid off at sight : 

, legal phrase, foi every class to understand me still, 
never was In stirrups yet a tenant but at will ; 
g^.pr, if you please, in artist terms, 1 never went a-straddle 
y fOn'iany horse without ‘ a want of keeping' in the saddle. 
^ In short,” and here 1 blmh’d, abash’d, and held my head 
I'f*- full low, 

' one of those whose infant years have lit aid the 
'* - chimes of Low i ” 


The lady smiled* as houris smile, adowr f,orn TV.ikish 
, skic 

ly.' \And beams of cruel kindness shone within her kail f 7 es; 
1^*7, •*' Stranger,” she said, "or rather say, my nearest dearest 
' friend, 

something in your eyes, your aii, and that high 
* ■>< : instep’s bend, 

tells me you’re of Arab race, — whatever spot of 
; ; earth, 

^^fi&paidci, or Bow, or Stepney, had the honour of your 

* 

^fihte East is is your count iy ! Like an infant changed 

Vf'nutse 

fairies, you have undergone a nurture-ship perverse; 
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But this — these desert sands— these palnw/'waJjjSs^pll^; 
waving wild, 

AH, all, adopt thee as their own — an oriental 

The cloud may hide the sun awhile — but soon or bite, ? 

no doubt, ' 

The spirit of your ancestry will burst and sparkle Otitt.. / ^ 
I read the starry characters — and lo ! *tis written therfe^; ‘ ; 
Thou wert foredoom’d of sons of men to ride upon this \\ 
Mare, tv 

A Mare till now was never back’d by one of mortal' \fi; 

mould, * 

Hark, how she neighs, as if for thee she knew that she ^ 
was foal’d!” 


And truly — I devoutly wish’d n blast of the Simoom 
Had stifled her! — the Mare herself appear’d to mock 
my doom ; *&*'* 

With many a bound she caper’d » ound and round me ./■ 
like a dance, 

1 fear’d indeed some wild cares:, would end the featfuj 
prance, * 

And felt myself, and saw myself— the phantasy 

, , . ; , « /' 

horra I — ^ ■ r 

Like old Redgauntlet, with a shoe imprinted ' ctf tfvy^ 
forehead! 

On bended knees, with bowing head, and handu' **Pkt 

... - f „ 


raided in prayer, 




I begg’d the turban’d Sultaneas the issue to forbear 3 
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weeping orphan babes around a widow'd wife* 
10&4 dftw my death as vividly as othere do from life* 
^^B^old/* I said, “ a simple man, for such high feats 
? 0 ',\ p unfit, 

■a j v.-V' '< > 

|^Who never yet has learn'd to know the crupper from 
the bit, 

^yfWhereas the boldest horsemanship, and first equestrian 
* ' skill, 

*■'’ Would well be task’d to bond so wild a creature to the 

l \ / ( wul m 

j Alas I alas! *twas all in vain, to supplicate and kneel, 

■ The quadruped could not have been more cold to my 
, appeal! 


V 41 Pear nothing,’* said the smiling Fate, “ v\ hen human 
help is vain, 

Spirits shall by thy stirrups fiy, and fairies guide the 
/■ rein j 

J - Just gf&ncc at yonder animal, her perfect shape remark, 
V t< And in thy breast at once shall glow the oriental spark 1 
•V.' Am for thy spouse and tender babes, no Arab roams the 

'-V',.But for a Mare of such descent would barter wife and 

m-t***-” 


V^Nay then,” cried I — (heaven shrive the lie !) u to tell 
p \ the secret truth, 

as my unhappy fortune once to over-ride a youth! 






*THE tlEfiBRT-BOKM. 


' TO 

4» 


s t ^ &at ne’er could calmly boar a ham's ears at 

pky. 

X dr hear without a yard of jump rus thrill and sudden * 
neigh — 

Whdse foot within a stible door had nevei stood anJJP 
inch — 

Who*e hind to fat a In mg htc d would feel an awful 
jflu?cti — 

1 that had never f hiov\ n a li t across a j ony small 

lo scour t lic pithle s i cr n t v talk t f the t«*U f 

For oh 1 it i no f l c 1 t every I ol I ca t 

Her restless 1 g cm 1 tv re js» brg as \\ en I saw 
then 1 t 1 

In agony 1 sh — nd y i tl l" i cung al d by 

feais i 

My blood wa 1 ilng kst to ju 1 e f i es in my 
ears , 

I gasp da if i i v icuo an 1 th ill i g w i id s[ an 

Some secret Demon seem d to pas his fiigcrs th ough 
* my hair, 

W9 

1 could not stir — I could not sj t ik —1 could not even 
1 see — 

A sudden mist rose up b( twe n th i* awful More and 

m»s — 

I tried to fray, but found no woids — tho ready ripe to 


2jj$ tear would flow, — o’er ev ry sense i bwoon began to 


' THE DESERT*BORN f ^.rf“^|l||if^S 

T sWhen lo ! to bring- my horrid fate at once ' 

» ' . - 

•-. ^nt, ’ -•• 

'■ Two Arabs seized me from behind, two others in 

front, 


’ !%r ' 

And ere a muscle could be strung to try die 1 snljGs^'CK 
forlorn. 


I found myself, Mazeppa-likc, upon the Desert-Bom l 


ML '•?*!< 

’ fa 


’ Af' 


Terrific war the neigh she gave, the moment that my, '. ^ 
weight 

Was felt upon her back, as if exulting in her freight ; 

Whilst dolefully I heard a voice that set each nerve ajar — 

“ Off with the bi idle — quick! — and leave his guidance V 
to his star I ” 


"Allah ! H Allah! ** rose the shout —and starting with . 1 

a bound, ,.V.| 

The dreadful Creature clear'd at onco a dozen yards of,Y 
ground ; , V 

And gracing at her mane with both my cold convuiwiptfy 
hands. 

Away wc flew — away! away! across the shiftxpg i ^andfl;'^| 
My eyes were closed in utter dread of such a fearful 


But yet by certain signs Ikncw wc went no eartiiy|»c4jL& 
For turn whichever way we might, the wind 
force 

i , Rush’d like a torrid hurricane still adverse, 

•j . course — $ 




THE DESERT-BORN* 4 $t 

Y 

One moment close at hand I heard the roaring Sjrlan 
Sea, 

neat it only mui mur’d like the humming of a tee* 

And when I dared at la«-t to glance *cro*s the wild 
immense 

Oh, lie’er shall I forgitthe wlml that m t the dizzy 
sense f 

What seem’d -i littl sprig of fun, ere lips could reckon 
twain, 

A palm of fortj ci I t h g] pi td it on the plain; 

What tongue r< old t 11 — wl at j l ini j imt — what peo 
describe t l 1 1 ? 

Now c fF- now on 1 w up— n w down — and flung 
from i ilt * suit 1 

I trifd to sprah, 1 11“ hi 1 no \otct t) itht hr with its 
tone — 

My scanty bn i*h was ylttd on* with mat % a ridden 
ggoan — 

My joints were lark d — iry hick was t un'd, so firmly 
I had clung — 

Hy nostrils gush d, and chi ice my teeth had bitten 
through my tongu — 

When lo !— farewell all hope of life 1 -she turn’d and 
Euced the rocks, 

Notre but a flying horse could cleai tnose monstrous 
granite blocks r 

$6 thought I, but I little knew the deser* pndt and fire, 

J>Unved from a most deci-hke dam, md Lon-hcarted 



4$» THE DESEKT-BOM. * * , 

* ^ *r 

Little ! guess’d ttiL energy of muscle, blood, and hofa, » , 

Bound aftu bound with tiger spnrgs, she clear'd <tit tifyk r r 
mas&ive stow , — 

Nme mortal leaf swr*. j a s J Woie a huge giey rock 
at length 

Stood plante l there as if t> dau hr utmost pit?h of 
strength — 

My time w come 1 tl at gn tc h ip my monument 
of death 1 

31k j au 1 lie sn i c ? o i 1 i i 1 1 an 1 drew a fuller 

hre th j 

Nine bt i Jcs an I the i u r ir t it \* arn’d me o£ 

1 spurg 

I f It her n i „ i 1 i 1 e i«-V on t c win — 

Bu* cl * the rv i t I u 1 rh the million 

sjark aroi n 

Her hi m t 1 lilt uch t l t est of that pro- 
di ^ us ! 1 

Will si th d the J iM i P se J rn — or else ’twits 
d mon m i h 

One st o 1 m a J Ma i u d Mari, roll’d breathle&^ 
on the earth * 


How 1 mg it was I cannot tell e»-e I revived tp s^na^ * 

And then but to endure tl f pangs of agony intense , 

Tor ovei m lay pc werlt s and still as any stone, h \ 

*- 1 he Cor c th it or** had so much fire, strength, spirit, ff ^ t 
its oun 'vK' 


4 h ftitti feAttfELORS DREAM. 4*3 

^ 1# 

$Jf lupct was still— my pulses stopp d — midway ’twist 
1 f life aftd death, 

^ With jpaia unspeakable I ft tch’d the fi igment of a 
f breath, 

Ko>t vital air enough t frame one short and feeble sigh, 
Yet even that I 1 ith 1 1 1 cm t it wool 1 not kc me die. 
Oh slowly, slowly, lowly 01 horn statry night till 
mdfn. 

Time flappd al ng with kidtn wu w icioss that 
waste f ik in • 

t cursed the hoi r t? a* Iriurl me fhst within tins 
world of \ 

A sore irdle y u tisc tl ^iftcfhfc — 

Bnt who hath 1 It 1 i \\ t |{ 1 hi ldbounng 
breast ? 

Why any vh his 1 id hi m th IsU U \I-kRE 
on hi he t 

THF B \CHn OR s DR1 \M 

l s 

Mv pipe is 1 1 my ^tog is mix I, 

My curtains diawn an 1 all is snug , 

, Old Puss Is in her e lbc v\ ch lr, 

* And Tny is sitting or the mg 

Last night I had a cun us Iream , 

Miss Susan Batt9 v as Mistr ss Mogg— 

What d’ye tl ink of th it my Cat ? 

What d ye think of that, my Dog ? 


THE BACHELOR S ’ 


She look'd so fair, she sang so well, , *■ ,V. 
I could but woo and she was won, 

Myself in blue, the bride in white. 

The ring was placed, the deed was done! 
Away we went in chaise-and-four. 

As fast as grinning boys could flog— . 
What d’ye think of that, my Cat? 

What d’ye think of that, my Dog ? 


What loving tete-a-tete* to come ! 
But tote-.\- totes must still defer ! 
When Susan came to live with tnc, 
Iier mother came to live with her / 
With sistci Belle she couldn’t part. 
But all my tie*, had leave to jog — 
What d'ye think of that, my Cat ? 
What d'ye think of that, my Dog ? 


The mother bi ought a pretty Poll — 
A monkey, too, what work he made? 
The sister introduced a Beau — 

My Susan brought a favourite maid— 
She had a tabby of her own,*— 

A snappish mongrel christen’d Cog-» 
What d’ye think of that, my Cat? 
What d’ye think of that, my Dog? 



; TttK B&CHBtOR S D&EAM. ■> 

YZ - 

*’ 7 v Tfo Monkey hit — the Parrot scream'd, 
N\Allday the sister strumm’d and sunjr; 
/The petted maid was such a scold! 

My Susan IcarnM to use her tongue: 

, Her mother had such wretched health. 
She sate and croak’d like any frog — 
What d’ye think of that, my Cat? 

A^hat d’ye think of that, my Dog.* 


No longer *' Deary,” "Duck,” and ” Love 
J soon cairn- down to simple « M !” 

The very servants cross’d my wish. 

My Susan let me down to them. 

The poker hardly seem’d my own, 

I might as well have been a log — 

What d * ye think of that, my Cat ? 

What d’ye think of that, my Dog f 


, My clothes they were the queerest shape I 
v ' Such coats and hats she never met I 
My ways they were the oddest ways! 

7, My friends were such a vulgar set ! 

Po<>r Tomkinson was snubb’d and huff’d— 
v,$be could not bear that Mister BIngg — 
v VWhat d’ye think of that, my Cat \ 

«■ d’ye think of that, my Dog t 


At time.' we had a spar, and then • - ’ ? 
Mamma must mingle in the strng^ ' : ’ 
The sister took a sister’s part— f ' ' - 
The Maid declared her Master wrong-*-* 
The Parrot learn’d to call me “ Fool!**' 
My life was like a London fog — 

What d’ye think of that, my Cat ? 

What d’ye think of that, my Dog? c 



My Susan’s taste was superfine. 

As proved by bills that had no end — 

I never had a decent coat — 

I never had a coin to spend ! 

She forced me to resign my Club, 

Lay down my pipe, retrench my grog- 
What d’ye think of that, my Cat? 
What d’ye think of that, my Dog? \ 


Each Sunday night we gave a rout 
To fops and flirts, a pretty list $ 

And when X tried to steal away, 

I found my study full of whist 1 , 

Then, first to come and last to go, \ 
There always was a Captain Hogg—, 
What d’ye think of that, my Cat! 1 
What d'ye tiling of that, my Dog? \ :i . 


.\'Now was not that an awful dream 
<$ Tor one who single is and snug— 

, w With Pussy in the elbow-chair 
' And Tray reposing on the rug ?— 
,If1 must totter down the hill, 

' *Tis safest done without a clog— 
What d’ye think of that, my Cat? 
'^Iiat d’ye think of that, my Dog ? 


' THE KNIGHT AND THE DRAGON. 

\f» the famous old times, 

(Famed for chivalrous crimes) 

As the legends of Rhineland deliver, 

Qnce there flourished a Knight, 

, Who Sir Otto was hight, 

Qn the hanks of the rapid green river! 


'%Qn,the Drachenfels’ crest 
^ffc'hed built a stone nest, 

? Ftum Vhich he pounced down like a vulture, 
with talons of steel 
every man’s meal 

I'^Ppok; a verr extortionate mnltur*. r ' ? 




IMGHT AND 

1 \ 1 Yet he lived In good fame, 

•With a nobleman's name. 

As ** Your High-and-well-born ” address’d, 
Though Judge Park in his wig 
Would have deemed him a prig, 

Or a cracksman, if tried at th’ Old Bailey* 

t • 

It is strange — very strange 1 
How opinions will change ! — 

How antiquity blazons and hallows 
' Both the man, and the crime, 

That a less lapse of time 

Would commend to the hulks or the gallow® J 

Thus enthrall’d by Romance, 

In a mystified trance. 

E’en a young, mild, and merciful woman 
Will reral with delight *, 

The wild keep, and its Knight, 

Who was quiet* as much tiger as human 1 ; 

, i ; 

Nrw it chanced on a dav, * . 

In the sweet month of May, *• 

From his casement Sir Otto was gazing, - 
With his sword in the sheath, 

At that prospect beneath, , , 

Which our tourists declare so amazing! 



^ ... mmr and rm dragon* 46a 
' ’.*■-*. .. w ‘* 
-gazed on the Rhine, 

SjiiWW'banJcs, so divine ; 

with no admiration or wonder. 

But the gout of a thief, 

J it a more modern chief 

looked on London, and cried “ What a plunder V* 


from that river so fast, 

* From that champaign so vast, 

-He collected rare tribute and presents; 
Water-rates from ships' loads. 

Highway-rates on the roads, 

And hard poor-rates from all the poor peasants! 

When behold ! round the base 
Of his strong dwelling-place, 

Only gained by most toihome progression, 

, He perceived a full score 
; df/thc rustics, or more, 


r Winding up in a sort of procession I 


11 «l&p.them out!” the Knight cried, 
pita the warders outside — 
flwtthe hound at his feet gave a grumble! 
$tidln scrambled the knaves, 
ll^dke'T^ttdatity's slaves, 
l$ith all forms 'that are servile and humble* 



tan KNIGHT AN0 

i« • 

‘‘'Now for boorish complaints’! , : .’, -\ 

■ Grant me patience, ye Saints !’* _ 

- . Cried the Knight, turning red as a mullet; - " 

When the baldest old man * Cs'f}& 

Thus his story began, * *s, $ 

With a guttural croak in his gullet ! • 

° ' \*r£; 

M Ix>rd supreme of our lives, * 

Of our daughters, our wives. 

Our she-cousins, our sons, and their spouse*, r > 
Of our sisters and aunts, \ • ‘7 

Of tire babies God grants < ’ ■ 

Of the handmaids that dwell in our houses i 

u Mighty master of all 

We possess, great or small, V. 

Of our cattle, our rows, and their farrows; 

Of our mares and their coit:, . 

Of our crofes, and our holts, 

Of our ploughs, of our wains, and our harrow? 1 A 


“ Noble Lord of the soil, . 

Of its corn and ita oil, 

01 its wine, only fit for such gentlfs! , 

Of our cream and sour-kraut. 

Of our carp and our trout, . - 
Our black bread, and black puddings, and 


AND 'THE PEAGQH. - 4H 

ySoVtnw Lord of oar cheese, r 

^und- Whatever you please — ’’ 

of our bacon, our eggs, and our butter. 

Of our backs and our polls, * 1 

Of our bodies and souls — 

O give ear to the woes that we utter ! 

“We are truly perplex'd, 

We are frighted and vex’d. 

Till the strings of our hearts are all twisted: 

We are ruined and curst 
By the fiercest and worst 
Of all robbers that ever existed !” 

« Now by Keav’n and this light 1” 

In a rage cried the Knight, 

tf For this speech all your bodies shall stifien 1 

What I by Peasants miscall’d l” 

Quoth the man that was bald, 

f*Not yottr Honour we mean, but a Griffin. 

4 ’ 1 , 

*\ . ' ; 

our herd* and our flocks - 

i ijk layn wait in, the rocks, * 1 

‘And Jump* forth without giving us warning : 

IVo poor wefoers, right fat, * 

And four lambs after that, ’ t 

pU he swallow this very May morning l” ‘ *3_; 



' THE KNIGHT AND THE BgjiGpp 

'■ ; < rf, l'.’ i 

. Thfn the High-and-wcll-bom . * v \ , 

* Gave a laugh as in scorn, 

“ Is the Griffin indeed such a glutton? 

Let him eat up the rams, 

A #■ 

And the Lambs, and theirs dams — 

If 1 hate any meat, it is mutton l” 

" Nay, youi Worship,” said then 
The most bald of old men, 

“For a sheep we would hardly thus cavil. 

If the mercilf ss Beast 

Did not oi runtimes feast 

On the Pilgrims, and people that travel.” 

“ Feast on what,” cried the Tvuight, 

Whilst his eye glisten’d bright 
With the most diab-'m -.1 flashes — 

"Does die Beast dare to prey 
On the road and highway ? 

With our proper diversion that clashes ! w 

. " Yea, 'tis so, and far worse,” 

Said the Clown, “ to our curse ; 

For by way of a snack or a tiffin. 

Every week in the year 
, Sure as Sundays appear, 

A young virgin is thrown to the Griffin 1* , 





AND THE i^iGO^. ’ 

HW- ■ ' ■ * ' ' - , ■., < ■ 

‘ . * 

Saint Peter! Saint Mark 
/fear'd the Knight, frowning dark, ' 

‘ With an oath that was awful and bitter : 
f1 A young maid to bis dish ! 

Why, what mere could he wish, 

Ifthe Beast were High-born, and a Ritter! 


“ Now, by this our good brand. 

And by this our right hand. 

By the badge that is borne on our banners* 

If we can but once meet 
With the monsler’s retreat. 

We will teach him to poach on our mauoi « !*’ 

Quite content with this vow, 

With a scrape and a bow. 

The glad peasants went home to their flagons. 
Where they tippled so deep. 

That each clown in his sleep 
Dreamt of killing a legion of dragons ! 


Thus engaged, the bold Knight 
Sbbn prepared for the fight 
With the wily and scaly marauder ; 
But* ere battle began, 

Dike a good Christian man, 

"First he put all his household in order* 



a>3gjSEgr 

{jfy ' * 'flPHE ItNIGHT AND THE 

: 1 ’ v ‘tf.'s 

v ^ "^Double bolted and barr’d * * ■% 

' % Let each gate have a guard 15 — 

: (Thus his nigged Lieutenant was bidden) 

" And be sure, without fault. 

No one enters the vault 

Where the Church’s gold vessels are hidden. 

“In the dark oubliette 

Let yon merchant forget 

That he e’er had a bark richly laden — 

And that desperate youth, 

Our own lival forsooth \ 

Just indulge with a kiss of the Maiden 1 

"Crush the thumbs of the J *w 
With the vice and the screw. 

Till he tells where he buried his treasure ; 

And deliver cor word 
To yon sullen caged bird, 

That to-night she must sing for our pleasure!* 


Thereupon, cap-a-pie, 1 

As a champion should be, ' 

With the bald-headed peasant to guide him. 
On his war-horse he bounds, 

And then, whistling his hounds. 

Prances off* to what fate may betide him? ^ 


. ■ .v # 5:*a ■ , , 

r>--- •" ■*'. . . .. - 

^:;^o«mGirr &nd the Brecon. 

^ ' . ' 
t ^i' ,! r ^ ^° r *®° kng do they seek, 

^ ' .■ Ere a horrible reek, 

* ' r * ; * : Like the fumes from some villanous tavern. 

' Set the dogs on the snuff] 
v \ ' For they scent well enough 

The foul monster coil’d up in his cavern 1 


Then alighting with speed 
From his terrified steed, 

Which he ties to a tree for the present. 

With his sword ready drawn, 

Strides the Ritter High-horn, 

And along with him drag* die scared peasant! 


41 0 Sir Knight, good Sir Knight ! 

I am near enough quite — 

I have shown you die beast and his grotto 
But before he can reach 
Any farther in speech. 

He is stricken stone-dead by Sir Otto! 


Who withdrawing himself 
To a high rocky shelf, 

; Sees the monster his tail disentangle f 
From each tortuous coil, 

: With a sudden turmoil, 

. And rash forth' the dead peasant to mangle. 




, br ^ ^ '1^ 1 , J ' * V ^ * * ** ?-' *' *^R*. 

'^jS'’ THEl&JIGHT AND THE DRACMSS? ’ 

'vV ^ v ,Wititi his terrible clawB, 

And his hoirible jaws. 

He soon moulds the warm corse to a jelly ! 
r& 1 Which he quickly sucks in 
To his own wicked skin 
And then sinks at full stretch on his belly. 

o 

Then the Knight softly goes 

On the tips of his toes 

To the greedy and slumbering savage. 

And with one hearty stroke 
Of his sword, and a poke. 

Kills the bean that had made such a ravage, 







So, extended at length. 

Without motion or strength, 

That gorged serpent they call the constrlctot, 
After dinner, while deep 
in lethargical sleep. 

Falls a prey to his Hottentot victor* 


“’Twas too easy by half 
Said the Knight wich u laugh ; 

“ But as nobody witness'd the slaughter* 

- ’ I will swear, knock and knock. 

By Saint Winifred’s clock, 

V We were at it three hours and a quarter!* 
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Then he chopped o/Fthe Kad “ 

* Ol the monster so drejd, 

Which he tied to his horse a a a trophy ; ^ 

And, with hounds, by the «ame 
Ragged path that ht came, 

Home he jogg’d pioud as uilnn or Sophi ! 

Blessed Saints ' wh it a ’■out 
When the news flew about, 

| And the carcase was fetch’d in a waggon; 

What an outcry rose wild 
From man, woman, and child — 

"List Sir Otto, who vanquish’d tin Di igoa ** 

All that nigh* the thick walls 

Of the Knight’s feudal halls 

Rang with shouts for the wine-cup and flagon ; 

Whilst the vassals stood by, 

And repealed the cry — 

"Live Sir Otto, who vanquish’d the Dragon ** 

The next night, arid the* next, 

3till the fight was the tDwt, 

^ *Twaa a theme for the minstiels to brag ont 

And the vassals* hoarse thioats 
Still re-echoed the notes — 

"Live Sir Otto, who vanquish’d the Dragon!* 


41* THfi KNIGHT AND THE DRAGON. 

There was never mch work 
Since the d i) s of King Stork, 

When he lived with the Fro b $ at fiee quarters; 
Not to name the invites 
That were sent dow n of mgl t* 

Jo the viU gus’ wives and rhui daughters* 

It was ft ist upon fcas*, 

For go ^d rheer never ctased, 

And a foray replenish d the llagon 
And the vassals st od b\ 

But more weak wan the cy — 

"Live Sir O t > wh v 1 j u h 1 the Dra^n n 

Down agin onk tl c un, 

Nor we c itv Is ^et done — 

But as if ev ly m uth 1 1 a ga & in 

1 ho h tht va sals d r ui 
D ce a word rr t sound 
Of ‘ Sir Ot o w ho vanqui h d the Dragon *** 

3 heie was feasting 1 ft 

Bn* through t ilia*, so < ft 

Dow u l elc w tht r \v is wailing and hunger , 

Ai d affection ran cold, 

An i the f od of the old 

It was woifishly snatch'd by the younger 1 


* 




DECEMBER ANJ) MAT- 
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Mad with troubles so vast, 

Where's the wonder at lust 

If the peasant* quite, altei’d their motto/— 

And with one loud accord 

Died out “ Would to the Loul, 

That the Dragon had vanquish’d fair Ottoi** 


DECEMBER AND MAY, 


S4jd Nestor, to his pietty wifi , quite sorrowful one day, 

“Why, dearest, will you shed in puirh those lonely eyes 
away? 

You ought to be more foitifnd;” “Ah, brute, be 
quiet, do, 

1 know I’m not so fort) fikd, noi fiftyfkd, as you ! 

“Oh, men are vile deceivers all, as I have ever heard. 

You’d die for me you swore, and I — I took you at your 
word 

I was a tradesman’s widow then — a pretty change I've 
made; 

To live, and die the wife of one, a widower oy trade 1 99 

"Come, come, my dear, these flighty airs declare, to 
sober truth. 

Yon want as much In age, indeed, as 1 can want iu youth; 





RONDEAU* 


though now at me 
-but you’re not old 

"Come, come, my dear, let's malic it up, and have a 
quiet hive, 

I’ll be the best of men, — I mean, — I’ll he the best alive / 
Yourgiieving so will kill me, for it cuts me to the core.” — 
W 1 thank ye, hir, for telling me — for now I’ll grieve the 
more! ,} 



Besides/ you said you liked old men, 
you huff'* 

** Why, yc»',” she said, “ and so I do - 
• enough ! M 


RONDEAU. 

To-day, it is my natal day. 

And threescore years have passed away. 
While Time has turned to silver-guy 
My hairs. 

Pursuing pleasure, love, and fun, 

A Jonghh course I’ve had to run. 

And, chunks to Fortune, I have won 
My hares. 

But now, exhausted in the race. 

No longer 1 can go the pace. 

And others must take up the chase. 

My heir* 
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SONNET TO A SONNET. 

* 

Rare Composition of a Poet-Knight, 

Most chivalrous amongst chivalric men. 
Distinguish’d for a polish’d lance and pen 
In tuneful contest, and the tourney-fight ; 

Lustrous in scholarship, in honour bright. 
Accomplish’d in all graces current then. 

Humane aB any in historic ken, 

Brave, handsome, noble, affable, polite. 

Most courteous to that race become of late 
So fiercely scornful of all kind advance, 

Rude, bitter, coarse, implacable in hate 
To Albion, plotting ever her mischance, -- 
Alas ! fair Verse, how false and oat of date 
Thy phrase “j<weet enemy ” applied to France 


TO C. DICKENS, ESQ. 

ON HIS DEPARTURE FOR AMERICA, 


Pshaw, away with leaf and berry, 
And die sober-sided cup ! 

Bring a goblet, and bright sherry, 
And a bumper fill me up ! 
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TO SAMBO. 


Though a pledge I had to shiver, 
And the longest ever was ! 

* Ere his vessel leaves our river, 

I would drink a health to Box : 
Here's success to all his antics. 

Since it pleases him to roam. 

And to paddle o’er Atlantic*, 

After such a sale at home ! 

May he shun all rocks whatever l 
And each shallow sand that lurks. 
And his passage be as clever 

As the best among his works. 


TO SVMBO. 

Come all ye sable iittle girls and boy.% 

Ye coal-bb.k Brothers — Sooty Sisters, come. 
With kit«y-katties make a joyful noise ; 

With snaky-snekies, and the Eboe drum 1 
From this day forth your freedom is your own ; 
Play , Sambo, play, — and, Obadiah, groan ! 

Ye vocal Blackbirds, bring your native pipes. 
Your own Moor’s Melodies, ye niggers, bring 
To celebrate the fall of chains and stripes. 

Sing ** Possum up a gum-tree,” roar and sing ! 
From this day forth your freedom is your own t 
Qbaunt , Sambo, chaunt, — and, Obadiah, groan ! 



TO SAMBO. 


A.%% 

Bring all your woolly pickaninnies dear — 

* Bring John Canoe and all his jolly gang : 

Stretch cv’ry blubber-mouth from ear to ear, ^ 
And let the driver in his whip go hang ! 

From this day forth your freedom in your own * 

Grin, Sambo, grin, — and, Obadiah, groan I 


Your working garb indignantly renounce ; 

Discard your slops in honour of the day-— ■ 

Come all in fiill, and furbelow, and flounce. 

Come all as fine as Chimney Sweeps in May — 
Fiom this day forth your freedom is your own : 
Dress, Sambo, dresi, — and, Obadiah, groan 1 

Come, join together iti the dewy dance. 

With melting maids in steamy mazes go ; 
Humanity delights to sec you prance. 

Up with your sooty legs and jump Jim Crow — 
From this day forth your freedom is your own : 
Skip, Sambo, skip, — and, Obadiah, groan! 


Kiss dark Diana on her pouting lips, 

And take black Phoebe by her ample waist — 
Tell them to-day is Slavery’s eclipse, 

And Love and Liberty must be embraced — 
From this day forth your freedom is your own; 
Kin, Sambo, kiss, — and, Obadiah, groan l 
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484 TO SAMBO. 

With bowls of sangarec and toddy come I 
Bring lemons, sugar, old Madeira, limes. 

Whole tanks and water-barrels full of rum. 

To toast the whitest date of modern times — 
From this day forth your freedom is your own : 
Drink, Sambo, drink — and, Obadiah, groan! 

Talk, altogether, talk ! both old and youngs 
Pour out the fulness of the negro heart ; 

Let loose the now emancipated tongue. 

And all your new-born sentiments impart — 
From this day forth your freedom is your own : 
Spout , Sambo, spout, — and, Obadiah, groan ! 

Huzza ! for equal rights and equal laws j 

The British parliament has doff’d your chain — 
Join, join in gratitude your jetty paws, 

And swear you never will be slaves again — 
From this day forth ycur freedom is your own: 
Swear, Sambo, swear, — and, Obadiah, groan ! 
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